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POSSESSIVE FIGHTER 


Roxy 
I didn’t want to come here, I shouldn’t even be here. 


But something good has to happen, it couldn’t get much 
worse. 


I’ve heard my dad say the illegal fights are the only ones 
where you can make any real money. If you bet on the right 
fighter. 


Trouble is the guy we owe all the money to? He also runs 
the fights. 


As soon as I see him though, my fighter I just know he’ll 
win. And I’m betting more than all our money on him. 


I’m betting my life he’s the man I think he is. 
A lover and a fighter. Is there such a thing as both? 


I can’t wait to find out. 


Dillon 
Go down in the fourth. Get paid, go home. 
Simple. 


Marconi’s fights means Marconi’s rules and until today I 
never cared less about who won or lost, as long as I got 
paid. 


But as soon as I sense her, even before I even see her sweet 
thick curves, I know she’s the only thing I want to be going 
down for. 


Throwing a rigged fight, a Marconi fight? It’s suicide. 


But I’d rather die trying to help who I can see clearly needs 
it than die wondering what could’ve been, what should’ve 
been just one thing. 


Mine. 
*Possessive Fighter is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


R= 


It’s all I have in the world, it’s all dad’s and my savings plus 
the month’s rent that’s due and I’m betting it all. 


I have to. 
Something good just has to happen. 
We’re gonna lose everything otherwise. 


They almost don’t let me in, the fight’s about to start but 
the ugly guard at the door recognizes me. He’s the one they 
used to collect payments from my dad and me. 


He unblocks the doorway to the underground brick 
basement inside a disused factory, only when I casually flash 
enough cash to let him know I’m here to spend, not to 
watch. 


“That Mr. Marconi’s money? You must be due for a 
payment,” he sneers, showing the gap in his gums where 
he’s lost half his teeth, his ear only a half ear now. 


The price for milking Marconi. The price for helping himself 
to what wasn’t his. 


But that’s exactly what I intend to do. 
I have to. 


I shudder internally and push my way past him, going down 
a series of narrow stone steps which echoes the growing 
surge of sounds from the fight arena. 


I know as much about bare knuckle fighters as I do about 
successfully negotiating mob finance, but as soon as I see 
him, I know my luck’s turned. 


The sheen of sweat off his huge back is all I can see for now. 
His skin heaving in tune with his breath between fights. The 
price of his opponent’s loss sprayed across him like a 
crimson collection notice. 


Paid in full. 


I gasp out loud, which goes unnoticed over the throng of 
jostling gamblers, fighters and trainers. There’s something 
in the way his body tenses once I get closer, his head 
twitching to one side without turning. 


I know he can sense me and I watch the fibers of his 
muscles contract, sending ripples through my own body. A 
wave of something I least expected from this place. 


My own arousal. 


The semi-circle of spectators, all men and all with wads of 
cash gripped tight in their sweaty, nicotine stained hands 
move open to let me in. A spectacle in itself. 


There’s a few jeers, some wolf whistles, but mostly 
complaints about a girl being here. 


I’m safe though, thick, heavy girls whose dad’s owe money 
don’t count. 


“What you doin’ here, little girl” 


“Lost your daddy...? I’ll be your daddy... C’mere. Let me 
show you how daddy does it...” 


The insults, the groping hands, it’s almost as much as I can 
take, until I hear his low growl that cuts through all of it. I 
hear the sound of a wild beast, a dominant alpha, the leader 
of the pack who’s asserting himself above it all. 


The fighter turns, and now I can see his face, making me 
gasp again. He’s hurt and my first, my only reflex is to rush 
to him, to touch him. To kiss him all better. 


A hush comes over the crowd as the fighter moves over 
towards me, his powerful frame towering over everyone 
and everything present. I struggle to think why he’s here, 
fighting like this for money. A man this strong, this powerful 
and certainly this handsome could have, should have the 
world at his feet. 


But I’ll do for now. I’ll be at his feet forever if he keeps 
looking at me like this. 


His dark eyes blaze, his nostrils flare as he takes me in for 
the first time, drawing another shuddering gasp from me as 
I try to get a grip on the sudden rush of heat to my center 
while my chest stiffens. I can feel my pebbled nipples 
instantly thicken with his attention through my white 
blouse. 


Another low growl of satisfaction echoes through the arena 
as his eyes travel up and down me, pausing at my hips, 
chest and finally on my face. His eyes soften, but only for a 
moment, his hands reflexing into the tools of his trade. 


Fighter. 


I can’t take my eyes off his. He must be six seven, he’s huge. 
Nothing but yellow wraps on his hands and a pair of black 
shorts, showing he’s all man at a glance. 


I detect a definite shift in his shorts, making me bite my lip 
as we share the first signs of mutual recognition and 
attraction from the cocking of his brow. 


I’m not imagining it. He likes what he sees and I don’t need 
to look twice to know that it feels like Christmas, and I want 
him to unwrap his present now. 


But whatever chemistry’s in the air has to wait. The small 
smile playing at one side of his mouth turns to a snarl as he 
senses his next opponent, who’s led into the ring to 
thundering applause, mixed with a few die hard boos and 
hisses. 


“Are you bettin’ or gawkin’”?” 


A rough voice is matched with an equally rough face. The 
squat, brash bookmaker ruins my view of male perfection, 
the slimy wet cigar stub in the corner of his mouth forcing a 
sickening slurp from him as he prompts me again with a 
jerk of his chin. 


Looking over at the fighter, I see his eyes narrow, a subtle 
shake of his head. 


He’s telling me not to bet. 
Not on him, not on this fight. 
But I have to. I have no choice. 


If I’m gambling with anything right now, it’s my ability not 
to flood my panties. My hands are trembling and my heart’s 
doing the foxtrot against my ribs. 


“All on yellow...” I stammer, thrusting the money into the 
bookies grimy hands, making him frown. 


“The champ? He’s just a tad over even odds... I wouldn’t bet 
on yellow miss...” he says softly, leaning in closer. 


He’s rough, but not mean. He can see my predicament, 
anyone with eyes can. Like the fighter, he’s warning me off. 


But it’s too late. 

I’ve already lost. 

Lost myself to the man I know I’d give my life for. 
Yellow. 

My fighter. 


“All on yellow,” I say firmly, giving the fighter a tiny shrug, 
feeling myself sway from the hurt I feel when his eyes turn 
from mine. 


He’s disappointed. But I know it’s not because of what I’ve 
done. 


It’s because of what he has to do now. 


CHAPTER TWO 


D illon 


Before I even look, I know it’s her. The one I’ve waited my 
whole life for. 


Sounds stupid, but fighting as long as I have, you develop a 
sense for certain things. You learn to feel with more than 
your fists. 


I sense her behind me, the light in the arena seeming to get 
brighter the nearer she gets. I feel nervous but I know I 
have to turn around. 


Fuck, she’s perfect! 


I thought I was dreaming, or maybe took one too many to 
the head recently. But I knew she was coming to me 
somehow. I just knew she would. 


But not here. Not like this. 


Before I have time to dwell on the sad reality, I have to take 
in her perfect and positive beauty. Her everything. 


She’s just right for me, thick and smooth. A chest I can see 
and hips I know I wanna hang onto for a week while I fill 
her with our babies. 


Our future family. 
But I’m getting ahead of myself again. 


Her blond bangs frame her clear blue eyes and once I see 
her biting her lip, I know I stand a chance. 


I know she’s feeling the same attraction I am. 


It’s still too good to be true, but I drink her in, from her feet 
all the way up to her perfect angel face and I can’t help but 
growl approvingly. 


Remembering where I am, who else is watching, it doesn’t 
take the pulsing out of my lengthening cock any, or the 
thunder out of my heart but it does make me instantly 
possessive of her. 


I’ve seen her now. I knew she was coming somehow. 
She’s mine. 

Not theirs. 

Not fuckin’ Marconi. Not anyone’s. 


I almost have to shake my head, to clear the vision in front 
of me, but I’m too afraid it will change, worried she might 
disappear. I’ve heard of guys seeing things, feeling things, 
right before they stroke out or become permanently punch 
drunk. 


But this is real. 


She’s real. 


I know she’s here because I’m meant to notice her. I know 
without question she’s mine. 


But what’s brought her here? 


Why would anyone so perfect come to such a place, filled 
with such people? 


Money. 


It’s always about money, and I can tell at a glance that she’s 
fallen on hard times. Sucked in by Marconi’s loan scheme 
and probably already paid him off twice, but those interest 
payments and unscheduled fees just keep piling up. 


But surely she’s not gonna...? 

Shit. 

No. Don’t bet on me, I’m not the fighter you want to back. 
Not today, sweetheart. 


But she does. She hands over all her cash and I know it’s 
because she feels how I do, how she’s feeling the same 
intense excitement I am, all from just seeing each other, 
wanting all this other stuff to disappear so we can just be 
together. 


Be alone, get the hell out of this place. 


What she doesn’t know, what I try to tell her with my eyes, 
is that this fight is rigged. 


I’ve won three in a row tonight, but I’m supposed to go 
down in the fourth, reaping Marconi back all the money his 
bookies paid out tonight. 


It’s the oldest scam in town, but most people either don’t 
know, or are too scared to demand their money back. 


I can tell she’s betting on me because she needs me to win, 
for her purse’s sake, but also because she believes in me. 


The look she gives me, Christ. It takes everything I have not 
to march over to her, throw her over my shoulder and just 
keep marching. 


Out of here, and into our new life together. 
But she needs money, she needs to win and I need to lose. 


I look away bitterly, realizing that with every angel that’s 
sent down, there’s a hundred devils waiting for her, waiting 
to fill her place when she’s gone. 


But not today. 
Today I say fuck the devil. To hell with this shit. 


The only thing I’m going down for is to please her, to drink 
from her sweet pussy. I’m not taking a dive so Marconi can 
keep filling his money bags, using good people like waste 
paper. 


Pl win for her. I’ll win her prize and then I’ll win her 
curves, I’ll make them so dirty and then lick them clean. I'll 
fill her with my seed and we'll be something I know I’ve 
never had either. 


A family. 


I know she feels hurt. I can’t disguise my disappointment at 
her being here, having to meet her like this. Having her see 
what I have to do next. 


But it is what it is, and I know I’d walk across broken glass 
for her. Throwing a rigged fight, all the trouble that it will 
bring, is it worth it? 


Is she worth it? 


Hell yes. That’s not even the question in my mind. The 
question is: can I wait until the fourth round? 


I don’t have to wait long. My mind’s made up for me, and 
they bring in the next opponent. He’s been given the drill 
and gives me a knowing little nod which I ignore. 


I know Marconi’s watching, from his office somewhere, 
there’s CCTV cameras all over the place. He’s always 
watching. 


But tonight, he’s in for a front row seat of something 
special. The night his little game gets thrown back in his 
face. 


I don’t even know your name yet, but tonight. I’m fighting 
for us. 


You’re not alone anymore. 


I’m here now, and I’m gonna take you away from all this 
badness, take us both someplace special. 


I give the shit head I’m about to fight the nod he’s been 
waiting for, the little tell that we’re all on the same page. 


The page I just ripped out of the Marconi book and tore to 
shreds. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


R= 


The swelling of my own arousal deep inside me almost 
hurts. I’m so nervous, scared for him, but at the same time 
I’m so fucking turned on, wet as water just looking at him. 
His eyes go as hard as I know his cock is when he sees his 
opponent. 


I feel something shift in me when we lock eyes again, and I 
can tell his mind’s made up about something. 


Something I desperately hope involves me, I’m no expert 
when it comes to men, far from it. And this is about as pure 
man as you can get. 


If his eyes aren’t lying, if this feeling inside is the same for 
him as it is for me, I know I’m in a hell of a lot more trouble 
than just trying to raise a few grand in a hurry. 


If I had any doubts about his intentions, they disappear 
when he looks at me next, straight after eyeballing his next 
opponent. 


He mouths the single word, mine. 


And I know I am. I just know I'll be his. 


No wishing, no wondering. Here’s a man who knows what 
he wants and he’s just spelled it out for me. 


Jesus... this is really happening. 


I feel myself quaking again, my pussy aching for him as I 
feel another line of moisture escape me. 


The sight of him tensing, flexing and then loosening himself, 
ready for his next fight. 


His ample package moving freely under his shorts, the 
outline of his cock clear, seeming like it only wants to move 
for me, like his whole body is suddenly just there for me. 


A smaller man in a striped shirt, the quintessential referee 
figure moves into the ring, between the two men, which 
seems to bring my fighter back to earth. 


“What’s his name?” I ask the bookie, who's elbowing past 
me, stepping on my toes and wheezing to get as close to the 
ringside action as he can. 


“Your man? Yellow...” he murmurs roughly. 


I feel my jaw tightening, irritated that these men are all 
such pigs. 
I know my man wouldn’t treat anyone so bad. 


But what if he’s got a girl already? What if he’s married? 


“Is he married?” I hear myself blurting out, making the 
bookie grin before heaving a dry laugh which quickly turns 
into a hacking cough. 


“Names Dillon, sweet cheeks. But don’t get your hopes up... 
I’m sure he’d rather a girl whose hole he could find without 
a search party...No... he’s not taken,” he sneers, turning 


purple as he coughs some more, moving away from me as 
I’m pushed back by the surge of testosterone-fueled men, 
itching to see their man in action. 


But not as itchy as I am for him. 
Not in the same way. 


I feel other eyes on me too. But one pair of eyes far more 
intense than the rest. Eyes like a snake’s, cold and distant, 
but always waiting to strike. 


I shiver with my own warmth for Dillon, glad I know 
something more about him for now and hugging my elbows, 
I’m suddenly grateful I can’t see a whole lot of the action. 


It’s going to be horrible. 


But I shiver too, from the sensation of somebody watching 
me. I cast my own eyes around, the memory of Dillon’s look 
so fresh in my mind, makes me feel confused why I’d 
suddenly feel so uncomfortable. 


Wondering who else could possibly be watching me, and 
why. 


Before I have the chance to wonder any longer the first 
cheer goes up and through a gap in the shifting crowd I can 
see Dillon taking his first punch. 


It sickens me, I can’t watch. 


There’s more cheering which gradually turns to shouting 
and name calling. Finally, there’s booing and I open my 
eyes, surging through the crowd to see what’s happening. 


Dillon’s moving out of the way of every move his opponent 
makes, dancing like a professional boxer, but not hitting 
anything or anyone. 


I feel my heart leap when I see him unhurt, seeing his fine 
body in action like this makes me want to rush into the ring 
and straight into his arms. 


The crowd’s not happy though, lots of money is riding on 
the fight, and they let both fighters know they didn’t come 
to watch a ballet. 


I half remember why I’m here in the first place too. I need 
Dillon to win, unless I want to add more problems to the 
ones my dad and I already have. 


Going home empty handed would mean my dad taking a 
beating from the very people who organize this kind of 
fight. 


It’s as if Dillon knows somehow. I don’t know if it’s just the 
look in my eyes or if he knows my situation somehow, but he 
stops long enough to give me a steely look of determination, 
then a sly wink and what almost looks like a grin at the 
corner of his mouth. 


Some people at the front start to yell, threatening to come 
into the ring and fight themselves, but Dillon’s got the 
whole situation well in hand. 


In two steps, he moves so quickly up to his opponent and 
hits him with an upper cut with such force his opposition 
floats backwards right out of the ring into the crowd, 
unconscious. 


There’s a sudden and total hush over the whole arena. 
Dillon’s eyes are fixed on mine alone, he’s not even aware of 
anything else right now, and although I know I’ve just won, 
neither am I. 


I thought there'd be some celebrating, maybe some 
cheering, but nobody’s really moving. The tension in the 
whole place is palpable. 


“Shit...” mutters the bookie under his breath, slowly making 
a retreat backwards away from the ring and I suddenly 
realize I might not be getting my money after all. 


I’m not stupid, but unlike just a handful of people present, I 
can now see the fight was rigged. 


Dillon was supposed to go down, not punch the guy clean 
out of the ring in the first twenty seconds. 


I can see Dillon’s eyes moving past me now. His body 
tensing up again as we both become aware of the other pair 
of eyes that has been watching the whole time. 


The cold, calculating eyes of someone more sinister than a 
guy bare knuckle fighting in a ring. 


I recognize the voice before I even turn around. I’ve only 
ever heard it once before, but that was enough. 


The first time was when I had to beg for my dad’s life. 
Mario Marconi. 


His slow, sardonic applause makes the crowd hang their 
heads, all of them moving back from the arena, nobody 
daring to look anywhere but down. But my eyes are fixed on 
Dillon’s and his are fixed on mine. 


I watch them narrow in hate as I feel the huge hand of 
Marconi on my neck from behind, making me jump. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


D illon 


He’s here sooner than I expected, and touching what he 
must know, what he must sense somehow that I want. 


What belongs to me. 
Mine. 


“You betting with my money, Roxy?” he asks her, his greasy 
fucking hand on my woman’s neck, making me tense up so 
hard I feel like I’ll crack. 


Feel like he’ll be the next one with his lights out, but I have 
to wait and see what he says or does next. 


It wasn’t too clever knocking my opponent out in the first. I 
was supposed to go down in the fourth. Make it a 
convincing fight. 


Lots of money at stake, and a lot of unhappy losers Marconi 
can’t afford to have leaving disappointed. 


But I don’t care about that. As soon as I saw her, I knew 
both our lives were about to change for the better. 


Roxy. 


Finally, a name to this feeling, this growing ache inside that 
I just know is only going to be soothed when I’m with her. 


When I’m finally deep inside her, filling her with my seed, 
making our new life together. 


Soon... 


Roxy doesn’t say anything, she keeps her eyes on me and I 
tell her with mine that all this will be over soon, I promise. 


Nobody touches what belongs to me and gets away with it. 


Marconi seems more interested in me for the moment, and 
he lets Roxy go, letting me breathe again. He steps over to 
the arena, everyone moving out of his way like he’s a live 
grenade that someone’s just pulled the pin out of. 


Come to think of it, I do have something between my teeth. 
I’m glad to be the one who’s pissed Marconi off, and I know 
he’s as surprised as anyone else that I’d dare to pull a stunt 
like this. 


“Okay, Louie? Give everyone their money back... everyone 
except miss thick n’ rich over there.” 


The bookie looks like he’s about to have a heart attack, but 
then the relief on his face is shared with everyone who 
stood to lose a lot. 


But it’s Marconi who loses. 
For now, that’s what he’s thinking, I can tell. 


“You,” he says, looking at me impassively, before looking 
back at Roxy, drawing the invisible line for himself, gauging 
what we’re feeling but nobody else but him can see. 


“In my office.” 


His bodyguard appears, helping put his coat over his 
shoulders, the sign he’s about to leave, but wants to see me 
before he goes. 


It’s not a good sign when the jacket goes on, Marconi 
leaving as soon as he wants to see somebody usually means 
they’re being fitted with special shoes for the concrete 
swimming team they just signed up for. 


But I’m too valuable for that. I know it, and Marconi knows 
it. 


I look over to Roxy again, she’s being escorted from the 
building, along with everybody else. A Marconi fight not 
going to plan is bad publicity, and everybody important is 
being moved away to have their dicks sucked, figuratively 
speaking. 


They’ll be back though. They always come back. 


But I feel like I’ve lost more than my fee or the fight, as 
soon as I can’t see Roxy anymore, I feel restless. Her place 
is with me now. I can’t let her out of my sight, not for a 
minute, especially around these pigs. 


Two of Marconi’s biggest men ‘escort’ me to his office, a 
nice series of rooms up some not so nice stairs, a robe 
thrown around me. 


“So you don’t make a mess of anything,” says one of the 
goons, insinuating I couldn’t make things much worse than 
I already have. 


Roxy... hang on, I'll be outta here in a minute... just wait for 
me someplace I can find you... 


I hope she feels the same way I do, about waiting as well as 
the throbbing ache I feel every time I think about her. 


Fuck! What am I thinking? She must be half my age. I’m 
too old for any of this shit, but damn, if she isn’t the finest 
thing I’ve seen. Ever. 


I have to make her mine... 


With a slight tilt of his head, Marconi and I are alone in his 
office, he’s an inch away from my face, unflinching as he 
gives me a stony cold look and then a long sigh through his 
nose. 


The glancing blow from his fist against my face isn’t 
unexpected, and it only proves to me why he pays to have 
men fight for him. 


He hits like a kid. 


“Whatever the fuck you think you’re up to...” he begins, 
finally shaking his hand and grimacing in pain from the full 
contact of it against my jaw. 


“...l want you to do what you’re fucking paid for... got it,” 
he spits out rather than asks. 


I don’t say a word, I just stare straight ahead. 


His eyes narrow on me and I can tell he wants to throw 
another punch, but my reflexes are at the point in the 
evening now, where if anything came towards me, I’d just 
have to grab a hold of it and break it in half. 


Marconi can sense this, and he moves past me, muttering 
his only reply to my silence. 


“Just do your job, Dillon. We pay you well to do it, so just 
fucking do it, and do what you’re told.” 


I unclench my fists, holding up my shaking hands in front of 
my face. Thinking of her, Roxy. The thought of that prick 


having something over her, inside her life. His fucking hand 
on her neck. 


My nails have dug into my palms, red now from the blood 
which seeps out, nothing compared to the hurt I feel inside, 
the terrible pain I get in my heart when I think of Roxy 
without me to protect her. 


Marconi’s goons escort me to the rear exit, only giving a dry 
laugh each when I ask for my night’s fee. 


“You come back tomorrow and do your fucking job, then 
we'll see about who gets paid,” one says before slamming 
the rusted steel door shut, a half inch from my nose. 


Assholes. 


He’s right though. And I know what happens if I don’t turn 
up. 
Roxy! 


CHAPTER FIVE 


R= 


I feel like throwing up when I see them taking Dillon away. 
I’m being herded out along with all the others. The big and 
not so big players who still get their money back, all except 
me. 


“Mr. Marconi wants your next payment by the end of the 
week, we’ll take this little indiscretion as an interest only 
payment,” I’m told, the brute flashing his gold tooth in a 
snarl before adjusting his jacket so I can see the wad of 
cash I’ve just lost, as well as the butt of his gun inside his 
jacket. 


I feel my lower lip trembling, the lead feeling in my stomach 
making me feel more helpless than ever. 


“Now, run along and tell your dad to go get to work so we 
can have our next payment, due Friday... plus a late fee,” 
he adds, drawing a low groan from me. A hopeless sound. A 
woeful and tortured sound that doesn’t even feel like me, 
let alone something that could come from my own body. 


What the fuck just happened? 


Oh dad, I’m sorry... 


I know it’s over now. I interfered in a bad situation and only 
made it worse. 


The only thing I can think of to make myself feel anything is 
to think about Dillon, how he looked at me. Those huge 
arms of his and that manly chest. How I wish I could curl up 
into him right now. 


Once clear of the building, I can’t stop the tears which blur 
my vision. I end up stumbling, crying and failing to 
remember exactly where I even parked. 


But something special has happened tonight. Something I 
overlook. 


Dillon. 


He’s not just the cause of my problems, he’s also the 
solution to them. 


All of them. 
Forever. 


That chest, those huge arms. Turning into what I think is 
the street I must’ve parked down, I find myself smacking 
straight into him, his arms wrapping around me straight 
away. My face pressed against the cool sweat on his half 
naked body. 


I hear myself gasping and him groaning with relief. We’re 
both safe, for now at least. 


I only know how bad I need him once I feel him, his muscles 
against my soft body, under my cool trembling hands. It’s 
enough to make me forget everything and focus only on the 
warm rush he gives me inside. 


“Dillon...” I murmur, the tears flowing still, but tears of 
relief now. 


Tears of joy. 
Something’s gone right. 


“Roxy,” he growls, holding me close, his rough hands 
running through my hair, which I can hear him smelling, 
feel him shuddering a full breath in. 


I feel like I must be dreaming, but he’s real. All this is real. 
Even the worst parts. 


Like how am I gonna find thousands of dollars by Friday? 
How am I gonna pay our rent this month, on top of the 
usual Marconi debt? How are we gonna eat? 


But there’s something more than strength in Dillon’s touch, 
there’s something I know, something that tells me he’s here 
to help me. That we’re here for each other, because we’re 
just made for each other. 


Looking up after a time, his dark eyes are staring down at 
me as he wipes the tears off my face with his thumb, and I 
watch my hand go up to his face. Pressing my thumb 
against the red stain of his own blood on his cheek. 


“You’re hurt,” I murmur, jumping with another gasp as I 
feel something else moving between us, something hot and 
thick rising up from his shorts. I bit my lip, moaning lightly 
as he groans again. 


“I'm feeling better now that I’ve got you, Roxy,” he says. 


I want to say so much, but he presses his finger to my lips 
and we just stand there, holding each other under the dim 
light of a flickering alley streetlamp. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy, and here I am, holding the 
world’s best specimen of manhood, with the real thing, his 
hot fat cock pressing right into my belly. 


I tremble at the thought of touching it, gasp again at the 
thought of putting it in my mouth, and he has to take my 
weight in his arms when my knees give out when I think of 
having that perfect cock deep inside me. 


The sound of a car backfiring, or something worse rings 
out, followed by a police siren. 


“Tell me you have a car,” he says gruffly, my whole body 
tensing against the twitch of his organ flat up against me. 
We both feel the pain of loss at the disconnect, that moment 
when we have to pull ourselves apart. 


The part where I have to remember the mess I’m in. 


I nod my head, shivering when I see the huge thick bulge at 
the front of his shorts, making him growl low again before 
he covers himself with his robe. 


“T need to get off the street,” he says in a hoarse voice, 
slipping his huge hand around the base of my neck, he 
leans in to whisper, “He didn’t hurt you?” 


I shake my head stiffly, my heart fluttering at the low 
sounds he’s making. Sounds an animal would make when it 
sees something it wants, something it claims as its own. 


“T-I’m parked someplace,” I stutter, “a blue hatch...” 


“It’s this way,” he says, and I realize I would do anything, go 
anywhere with Dillon. 


Even if I knew where my car was instead of him. 


I feel like I’ve forgotten how to do everything. I can’t 
remember how to open the car, and even once inside, all I 


can do is stare at Dillon. He’s even more attractive up close. 


His natural smell, even after fighting god knows how many 
times tonight, still smells to me like something I want. 
Something I need. Like the woods and an open fire. Like 
something hot on a cold day. 


Pd normally feel awkward, shy and clumsy. My natural 
state, but with Dillon, I feel okay and he’s even giving a little 
of the same hungry look. 


“Do you want me to drive?” he asks, registering the fact 
we’ve been sitting idle, just staring into each other’s eyes. 


“We really need to go,” he finally says, and I come to my 
senses long enough to start the car and get us moving. 
Taking us away from the Marconi controlled industrial area 
and back out onto the bridge expressway. 


I want to look over at him, but I know if I do I won’t be able 
to drive. I can feel his eyes on me though, working their 
way up and down my body, pausing at my neck and chest, 
making my nipples so hard they almost hurt but they really 
just need one thing, okay two things... 


Three things, his hands and mouth on them both. 


A little sound escapes me at the very thought, and he 
replies with a low moan. 


Chancing a look when we stop at a set of lights, I can see 
his hardness more than ever. Even under that robe, it’s so 
fucking big, I can almost sense how hard it must be right 
now. I struggle to focus on driving, but it’s all I can do to not 
just pull over and beg him to let me see it, to let me touch 
that huge cock of his. 


I’ve never thought like this. Never in my whole life, but then 
again I’ve never had a man like this in my car. In my mind 


it’s easy, we'll go someplace and he’ll have his way with me. 


In reality, as much as I want it, I’m scared to death. I can’t 
even look at myself in the mirror naked. How am I gonna 
have a man with a perfect body like Dillon’s look at me like 
that? 


I push that part to the back of my mind, bringing his 
hardness all the way up front again. 


“Give me your hand,” he commands me as we drive along, 
the orange of the overhead lights adding to the heat 
building inside the car. Inside my panties. 


“Give it to me,” he urges, and without looking, my hand 
shoots out to his and I swoon, feeling him press my hand 
straight onto his swollen length. 


“See,” he growls, not even having to force my hand to 
explore him further. 


“This is what you do to me,” he moans, his head rolling back 
as I quickly jerk my hand back to the wheel. 


“Why are you stopping?” he asks me, almost sounding 
angry. 


“Because if I touch that again, I won’t want to stop... and 
we'll both crash and die!” I say honestly, my voice shaking, 
my whole body shaking by now. 


Jelly legs are driving us now and my crotch is swimming in 
my juices, so wet it feels like I’ve peed myself. 


“That’s what I want to hear,” he says, sounding satisfied for 
the moment. His eyes meet mine for a second in the rear 
view as he mouths that one word that goes straight to my 
boiling clit, threatening to make me explode in my seat. 


Mine... 


CHAPTER SIX 


D illon 


Whatever’s come over me is the same as what’s eating her. 
And soon, it’ll be me eating her if I have anything to do with 
it. 


I don’t want to frighten her, but c’mon. She runs straight 
into me, hugs me so tight I can’t help but get hard then 
spends the whole car ride checking out how fucking hard 
she makes me. 


It’s more than I can bear and I just have to feel her hands 
on me. I have to. 


The sweet sensation is nothing compared to the relief I feel 
when I know for sure how much she needs it. 


As bad as I need to give it to her. 


Problem for both of us is we have more pressing issues than 
my hard dick to deal with, and I’m not a hundred percent 
sure which one is more dangerous at the moment, the 
angry mob boss running a fight club or the club between 
my legs. 


I resolve to distract myself with why she was there in the 
first place, as glad as I am she was. I need to know how 
much trouble she’s in if I’m going to be of any use. 


Her other, pressing needs can be dealt with straight after 
that. 


“Why bet on a fight like that?” I ask her point blank, “Why 
put all that money on me... how much do you owe 
Marconi?” 


As soon as I say it, I regret it. The mention of his name 
makes her face fall, her flushed features go pale and she 
starts to shudder for a different reason. 


My only instinct is to help her, protect her. 
Upsetting her makes feels like a knife to my stomach. 


“I need to know so I can help,” I say firmly, wanting to reach 
over and touch her again, but remember the warning she 
gave me which goes double for me. 


If I touch her again I can’t be held responsible for what 
happens. It’s a power beyond my control right now. 


“My dad...” she begins to say, recovering and focusing on 
the road ahead, gripping the wheel tighter and avoiding my 
gaze but I know why. She needs to focus and her control 
makes me proud. Makes me want to please her even more. 


That’s one I owe you already... 


If I can’t have her right this minute, I can count off in my 
mind the times, the ways I’ll make her come for me. The 
ways I’ll make her scream my name, begging me to let her 
come for me again and again. 


She needs it more than ever. Someone to show her how 
fucking beautiful she is, someone to make her feel special, 


as special as she really is. 


“What about your dad?” I ask her, trying to sound a little 
gentler but still hard enough to draw some truth out of her. 
The mention of anyone that’s not me in the same sentence 
as her right now is enough to get my back up, even if it is 
her dad. 


“...Dad owns a bike shop, motorcycles. He started a year 
ago but...” she says tentatively, breaking off. 


“But what?” I press her, just wanting her to trust me 
enough to tell me everything. 


“It was on Marconi’s block. He owns that side of town. At 
first it was protection, just a few hundred a week...” 


But I know where this story goes. I’ve seen it in action 
enough times to know how Marconi and all those like him 
work. Small threats disguised as help become much larger, 
very real threats. 


“How much?” I ask her, shaking my head and puffing air out 
through my cheeks. 


I might’ve known... 


“It was only a small loan, to cover the quiet time we had 
after dad had his heart attack...” 


“How much,” I demand, losing patience, but not with her. 
Just sick of the likes of Marconi. The damage they cause to 
people’s lives. As if he needs the money. Guy’s a fucking 
millionaire a hundred times over. 


I growl again, seeing I’ve made her cry. We get over the 
bridge and she takes a turn off I don’t know. I assume we’re 
going someplace she does know. 


“How much?” I ask, not letting it go just because she’s 
upset. Hell, I’m upset now. But I need to know the details if 
we’re gonna have a chance at a plan. 


“A hundred thousand...” she says quietly, and I suck in air 
through my teeth. 


A stale, bad taste in my mouth when I think of Marconi’s 
interest, his late fees and general all around cruelty when it 
comes to loaning money. 


At a hundred large, I’d reckon her dad’s up for a cool 
million, after all’s said and done. If he lives that long. 


We drive in silence for a while and I look out the window, 
trying to figure out where the hell we are. Not my side of 
the bridge and not Marconi’s either. 


“I’m house sitting,” she explains, sniffing back the last of 
her tears and reading my thoughts. 


“I can stay for free as long as I walk the dog and water the 
plants while the owners are overseas,” she says, sounding a 
little less fragile the closer we get to somewhere she can 
feel safe, call home. 


I need to know more, “The money you put up, what was that 
for,” I ask her. 


“Rent,” she murmurs gravely, looking sick again in a split 
second. 


“I thought you just said-” 


“My dad’s rent. On the shop. On his apartment over it...” 
she adds somberly, “plus all my savings. Our savings... Ah, 
shit! What have I done?” 


She loses it, starts to bawl uncontrollably and I have to 
guide the wheel some as she pulls over, finally becoming 


overcome with her emotions. 


Fuck you Marconi, you'll pay for this. I swear I’ll make you 
pay! 


I want to hold her, to tell her everything’s alright, but I'ma 
big guy, and this hatchback is miniature. I’m crammed into 
my seat like a sardine in a can. Plus I’m not sure everything 
will be just alright. I’m in enough hot water with Marconi as 
it is, I’m vengeful but I’m not a fucking magician. 


Marconi isn’t an easy enemy to have, easy enough to make, 
but a hard one to shake once he’s crossed. 


A few painful moments later, my girl says she’s good to get 
us home, which is only a few more blocks. And she makes it. 
Makes me proud of her for the second time. 


That’s two I owe you... 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


R= 


Instead of making me feel better by saying it all out loud, I 
feel worse. 


I feel so stupid. 


Dillon doesn’t say much, only looks meaner and growls a lot. 
I know he’s not mad at me, it's Marconi he’s angry with. 
And so am I, but what can I do? I thought we were coasting 
along, hit a speed bump, which I tried to fix and now I just 
feel like I’ve ruined everything. 


Almost everything. 


I pull into the driveway of the house I’m staying in. It’s a 
nice two story place in an affluent suburb, a whole world 
away from Marconi and his troubles, for now. 


Dillon grabs hold of my hand as I go to get out of the car, 
eager to go somewhere I know nobody can find me, lock the 
door and have a proper nervous breakdown. 


But Dillon’s having none of that. At first I think he’s gonna 
make me touch him again, but he takes my hand into his. 


“I’m gonna make this work, Roxy,” he says. 


“I don’t know how just yet, but I swear, Il fix it so Marconi 
doesn’t trouble you or your dad ever again.” 


I can tell he means it, but I can only give a small smile, 
which fast becomes a frown. How can Dillon, how can 
anybody ‘fix’ Marconi and his crooked syndicate? He even 
has the law in his pocket. He’s been up on the stand a 
hundred times and walked, even been compensated 
millions by the government for slander. 


The man’s a monster, but Dillon’s a saint for offering. A 
saint for trying. 


A devil for coming here with me though, what was I 
thinking? He’s ready for the next natural progressive thing, 
like all guys are. 


Me. I’m ready for a cry, a tub of rocky road and a bath then 
bed. 


“Roxy,” Dillon says firmly, tilting my chin with his finger so 
my eyes lock on his. 


“You’re mine now. I’m going to take care of you, so don’t 
worry, don’t cry. Got it?” he says, more like an order than a 
question. 


Having him talk to me like this, I’d normally hate it from 
anyone else, but from Dillon it gets me wet again straight 
away, like I want him to take charge. Tell me what to do, 
push me in ways he knows T'I like. 


Make me... 
I gasp as my own thoughts register. 


I can’t believe I’m thinking half of this stuff. 


“Tell me you’re mine, Roxy,” he says a little softer this time, 
and I notice the return of the lengthening bulge under his 
robe. 


“Say it.” 
“Tm yours Dillon... I just...” 


But he doesn’t let me finish. His finger is on my lips and he 
squeezes my hand again. 


“Now... This rich homeowner wear pants? I could use some 
clothes right now.” 


I flush hard when I look down at his bulging crotch, and his 
eyes go straight to my chest, sending a charge of 
unmistakable energy between us, there’s suddenly nothing 
but us again. The want I have for him inside me, even 
though I’m so scared of him seeing me naked. 


“Let’s just get inside, hm?” he says after a while, and 
although I try not to, I can’t help but ogle his body as it 
moves against that satin robe once he gets out of the car 
and comes around to my side, holding the door open. 


Walking up to the front door, I can feel Dillon’s eyes on me 
from behind, making me flush again with self-consciousness 
this time. I know he’s looking at my ass move when I walk, 
but the low sound coming from him isn’t the one I’m afraid 
of. 


He’s not making fun or feeling sorry for me. 


He actually likes what he sees and he’s letting me know that 
in his own way, and it’s turning me on like never before. 


My shaking hands get the door open and we're inside, with 
the answering machine on the hall table showing nine 
missed calls. 


Not a good sign. 


I go to press play, but Dillon puts his hand over mine, 
moving so close to me 


I can feel him pressing against me, our faces so close I can 
feel his breath when he speaks. 


“Leave it, just for a little bit? I want a shower, maybe that 
change of clothes. Then we can figure stuff out, huh?” 


He’s so direct without being bossy or rude, just that firm, 
telling me how it is voice of his that I feel my head nodding 
as I make another stupid little whimper. 


But Dillon likes my noises, and he tells me so. I want him to 
kiss me but I’m still too scared that if he really did then 
we'd have to do everything else. 


I really want that, I do, but just not right this minute. 


That damned flashing light is like a beacon to my brain. 
Making me worry about everything like never before. 


I decide to follow Dillon’s advice, and I show him where the 
bathroom is on the lower floor, and gasp as he drops his 
robe and starts to slip out of his shorts straight away, before 
I’ve even left the doorway. 


He curls his lip and breathes in heavy, his large cock is 
bobbing out in front of him, a clear line of liquid running 
from it, making me whimper just at the sight of it. 


I’ve never seen a naked man in the flesh before, and his 
body is so fucking perfect I feel like tearing off my own 
clothes and just hurling myself at him, until I catch the 
shadow of myself on the walls, then the reflection of my own 
body in the mirror opposite. 


I tell myself I’ll never be what he really wants. 


He’s only playing nice to get what he wants... whatever 
that is. 


Stop it! He said he wants you, he made you feel how hard 
you make him... 


I’m so confused I stammer something about feeding the dog 
and walk out, feeling the slickness between my legs soak 
right through my jeans. 


Dillon’s growl echoes throughout the hall and I just know 
he’s fighting not to relieve himself, to let off the pressure in 
that huge cock of his. The same way I know that even if I 
touched myself, if I tried to cure the ache he’s given me, it 
wouldn’t be the same. 


I need him and he needs me. 


But for now, right this minute, I need to get some air and 
change my panties. 


While he’s in the shower downstairs, I quickly wash myself 
at the basin, shuddering and jerking as I clean my 
saturated pussy before slipping into some track pants and a 
long sweater. 


I know for a fact that the owner of the house, a retiree and 
his wife, won’t have clothes that’ll fit Dillon, but they did 
have a son who was in the Air Force. 


A quick detour to the attic lands a box of clothes that look 
like they might fit. 


Dillon’s shadow falls across the doorway as I’m about to go 
back downstairs, he’s put a towel around himself at least, 
but it’s pretty clear that his hard body is ready for just one 
thing. 


I shouldn’t have changed after all. 


I’m so damned wet again, I may as well have just lay down 
in the tub. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


D illon 


Standing under the cold water for ten minutes, feeling my 
dick twitch at every single thought of her. It’s all I can do to 
stop from relieving myself, I have to save it. 


Save it all for her. 


I’m only wanting to shower to wash off the grime, sweat 
and blood of the fights. To start fresh with Roxy in my new 
life. It feels like in one way, I’m washing away my old life, 
the one I never loved and replacing it with the one I know I 
will. 


The one I know we both want. 
So why is she being so shy? 


She was up for it in the car, maybe she just doesn’t go for 
older men? 


I can see my rippling frame through the mist in the mirror. I 
flex my chest and watch the foam running over my 
shoulders as I wash with soap. 


I don’t think there’s a woman alive who wouldn’t be 
interested in me, not physically at least. 


But I don’t want just any woman. I want Roxy and I’m going 
to have her dammit. 


I’m gonna claim her as my own. 


Enough is enough, we both have to push shit uphill with 
Marconi, so we may as well have some fun doing it, right? 


Fun when all this is over, but I need to claim her. 
Now. 


I need her to know she belongs to me for good. To mark her 
for life the only way I know how and keep her satisfied 
forever. 


I know I can’t change my past, but I can sure as hell change 
my future and it’s waiting for me somewhere in this house. 


I’ll go to her. I know I’ve just met her, but I have to tell her 
how I feel. I have to show her she’s the one. I have to stake 
my claim. 


The thought of anyone else anywhere near her in this life 
makes my fists clench, it’s me and her. 


Always. 


I dry off and make my way upstairs, finding her all the way 
up in the attic for some reason. She looks startled, then 
seeing me still half naked, I watch her eyes go dark with 
her own arousal again, the invisible line between us getting 
shorter as we both know this is a useless game to keep 
playing. 


“I found you some clothes,” she murmurs, moving on the 
spot, her thick thighs rubbing together without her even 


knowing it. Her own body wants her to get off, so why won’t 
she just let me help her with that? 


“Roxy...” I begin, hearing the quiver in my own voice. “...1’m 
not proud of my past... I’ve done things... But after tonight. 
I mean, since you...” 


Stupid tongue-tied asshole, just say it. Just tell her. 


But my body has bypassed my mouth, which is on hers as 
quickly as I can cross the room to her in two steps. 


I hear her gasp as the air leaves her, the pressure of me 
pulling her towards me met with her low moaning as she 
melts into my embrace. 


Its lips only but my god, if she isn’t the sweetest, the best 
thing I’ve had happen to me ever. 


My own low moans mix with hers and I feel her body come 
alive as my hands move across and down her back, seizing 
hold of that perfect apple bottom ass I’ve been craving. I 
give it a big squeeze, kneading it and spreading her cheeks 
apart then together again, making her pull back as she 
gasps again. 


“Oh my god... Dillon... I think I’m gonna... Ah!” 
She’s close already. 
I had no idea how turned on she really was. 


I haven’t been dreaming, she’s desperate for me as much as 
I am for her. Our bodies are crying out for each other. 


Her whole body shudders in my grasp and I can’t get 
enough of her in my hands at once. I want her in my mouth, 
in my hands and I want to be inside her, right fucking now. 


“Dillon,” she whimpers, and I pick her up in one sweep, 
ordering her to direct me to the nearest bedroom, which is 


only a few short strides from the attic at the top of the 
stairs. 


Her eyes are glazed over, rolling back in her head. I know I 
don’t have long if I’m gonna taste her first climax in my 
mouth. 


“Hold on, Roxy... You’ll come when you’re told to, not a 
second before, d’ya hear me,” I growl, and register her 
feeble nod, the dreamy smile playing on her lips telling me 
it’s just what she wants to hear right now. 


I lay her gently on the bed, which is an old fashioned style 
four poster. I get the impression ma and pa who live here 
have lived long enough to have a nice retirement. 


Roxy doesn’t want me to let go of her, but I need to if I’m 
gonna get her track pants off, and that sweater, I need to 
see all of her loveliness. My dick feels like it’s about to 
burst, it’s so hard. 


She resists me, but only for a second, blushing as I start to 
yank her pants off, my mouth on hers, my tongue dancing 
with hers is the key to her confidence. 


“T want you, Roxy. I need to make you mine, good and 
proper... I can’t very well do that with your damned pants 
on, now can I?” I say gruffly, biting her neck as she moans 
her compliance. 


Peeling down her track pants, I groan out loud, then run 
the palm of my hand over her belly and down to her mound 
through her panties, which makes her jerk and arch her 
back suddenly. 


I could stay and admire the view all day, but she’s 
practically coming already. 


“Pm gonna make you come so hard, right into my mouth 
beautiful,” I tell her firmly, curling my lips in satisfied 
amazement. 


This is how she needs it, all day every day. 


She’s a little hesitant still, but her need is too much to be 
shy now. Her legs open wider and I use my finger to hook 
her panties to the left, making her shudder again. 


I can’t wait a second longer either, and I plunge myself face 
first into her creamy pussy, sweet and hot with her 
approaching climax. 


She moans loudly, gripping my hair with both hands and 
starts to squirm into my mouth like she’s finally found the 
one thing that works for her. 


The one thing she needs. 


I could drink from her all day, her essence flowing freely 
and making me groan with sheer pleasure. She’s my girl 
now but I need to make her my woman. I need to claim her. 


She’s trying to hold it, I know she is but her body and my 
tongue have other ideas and in minutes her first powerful 
climax is freed. 


I lap up her pleasure as her shakes and shudders giving my 
hands something to grip onto. The smoothness of her hips 
and ass in my hands is matched only by the sweet slickness 
of her pussy. 


As her first eruption subsides, she moves my head, and I 
know she wants me to kiss her so she can taste both of us. 


She’s shuddering still, her breath shaking, but she kisses 
me hard, with a new level of intensity. 


Stroking her hair back from her face, I kiss her button nose 
gently, asking if she’s alright, if she feels better. 


“Tm a virgin,” she whispers and turns crimson, she buries 
herself in my chest, holding onto me like it’s a bad thing. 
Like I wouldn’t think she was all the more special because 
of it. 


“That’s perfect,” I whisper in her ear, “Because you'll be 
only mine and I'll be your first. Just how it should be...” 


CHAPTER NINE 
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It’s not just because it’s my first climax with a man, with 
anyone. It’s not because I overcame some major shyness to 
even show myself to anyone like this. 


It’s because it’s with Dillon that makes me feel so special. 


It’s because I know it’s like he says, we’re destined to be 
together, no matter what. 


He just holds me for a while, I’m still trembling like a leaf, 
with all these little aftershocks but it’s the best feeling. I 
can’t imagine feeling this way with anyone else, and Dillon 
not minding I’m a virgin is the biggest relief of all, next to 
him not laughing or being grossed out by my naked body. 


It’s the complete opposite. Everything I’m afraid he’ll judge, 
he loves. He loves it enough to show me with his mouth, his 
whole body how much I turn him on. 


His body? It’s perfect, so there’s no need for him to be shy, 
but there’s still something I sense he’s holding back. But I 
figure it’s that something from his past he mentioned. 


For now, it’s just us. A warm bed and our own bodies to 
enjoy. He settles in with me under the covers and just does 
the big spoon thing while he turns me so I can be the little 
spoon. 


I feel his thick, hot cock right up against me, making me 
want to squirm back onto it, but for now it’s the most 
reassuring sensation next to his huge powerful arms 
around me. 


He’s not in a rush to take me, I know he’s ready though. No 
denying that. I ask him if he minds, if it’s a bad thing to 
wait. 


“Td wait forever if I had to, but I won’t let you out of my 
sight until I do claim you, Roxy,” he says firmly, nibbling my 
neck and making me squeal, then gasp as I feel his 
hardness sliding up against me, up between my thighs. 


I want him inside me, I do. I’m just loving all of this though. 
Every second with him, his hands and his voice. His naked 
skin on mine. It’s perfect. 


I feel like I’m on cloud nine with Dillon holding me and in no 
time at all, despite the sound of his deep voice against my 
body, I feel myself being dragged into the deepest sleep I 
think I’ve ever had. 


I dream that Dillon’s holding me, licking me and kissing me 
at the same time before we both dissolve into this 
wonderful new feeling. 


It feels like falling backwards into forever and I know that it 
feels like where I want to be. 


Where I want to stay. 


Forever. 


The vague memory of something important, something 
terrible starts to push through the darkness. Showing itself 
as a flashing red light. 


I sit up with a gasp, clutching at my naked chest, 
registering the empty bed and taking a moment to orient 
myself. 


Dillon. 
The phone messages! 
The fight... Dad... Oh! Shhhiiiit! 


I stumble around the strange bedroom, finding my clothes 
and trying to get them back on while also trying to make my 
way downstairs. 


The sun’s already up and glancing at the hall clock once I 
get downstairs, I can see it’s ten o’clock. 


In the morning? 
Holy fuck, I’ve slept right through... 


I make a face as I notice the answering machine light isn’t 
flashing. Either I imagined it, or somebody listened to the 
messages already. 


A barking dog registers with me and I remember I forgot to 
feed Baxter too. I forgot to call dad, I didn’t do anything. 


Well, I did one thing. 


The thing that counts, but now I’m right back to where I 
started. And there’s no sign of Dillon either. 


Just when I feel my heart sinking, the routine negative 
thoughts seeping in, I catch the smell of coffee, then the 


sizzle of bacon. 


My heart skips a beat when I push open the kitchen door 
and see Dillon wearing nothing but an apron, cooking me 
what smells like the best breakfast in the world. 


“Morning!” he says cheerfully, leaning backwards to plant a 
kiss on my lips. He tastes like hot toast, butter and bacon. 
Everything I want in me right now, and more. 


More of him, for sure. 


I feel like a hobo wearing my baggy track pants and 
sweater, but Dillon’s eyes run over me again as I go to the 
sliding door to check on the resident dog, Baxter. 


“T fed the little one,” Dillon says with a chuckle. 
“T think we forgot last night, he was a little hungry.” 


I cringe as Baxter leans up against the glass doors, forcing 
me to open them before he smashes them. 


Baxter’s a hundred fifty pound Irish Wolf Hound. He lives 
outside, but he just seems to know Dillon has something he 
wants. 


I know the feeling. 


“Baxter, sit,” Dillon says, putting a piece of bacon behind his 
back, making Baxter sit and wait nicely before giving him 
his treat. 


I’ve never seen Baxter so well-behaved. Walking him is like 
a sleigh ride, but when Dillon speaks, he listens. 


“I think he likes you,” I observe, my eyes widening as a 
plate of eggs, sausage and bacon appear before me, with 
toast, coffee and juice at the table. 


“Dig in,” Dillon says, helping himself to a double portion of 
the same and taking a set on the other side of the table. 


“What’s up?” he asks, reading my face like the morning 
paper. 


“T have to call my dad... those messages from last night...” I 
begin. 


Dillon’s brow darkens and he nods. 


“T took care of it. Those messages on the machine... it was 
your dad. But it’s fixed now. You can call him after 
breakfast.” 


It’s my turn to give a dark look. 


“Uh. Excuse me?” I say sharply, letting my fork and knife 
fall to the tabletop. I’ve suddenly lost my appetite. 


“T think I’ll decide when I check messages in the house I’m 
sitting from now on, and I think I’ll decide when I call my 
own dad!” 


I spin on my seat, and get up to leave. 

Dillon doesn’t even call after me, he just lets me storm off. 
I go check the machine. All the messages are deleted. 
Fuck! 


I know my dad can’t reach me right now on my cell. He only 
has a prepaid and the way things are, he never has any 
credit. The building he rents has a payphone, so he’s been 
calling me at the housesitting job to save money. 


I should’ve called him last night. I should’ve checked those 
messages... 


I quickly dial my dad’s number and he picks up almost 
straight away, like he’s right by the phone, which is weird. 


“Roxy...” he says, almost absently. “Uh, I can’t talk right 
now. Can I call you back? Kinda busy.” 


I frown again, my head jerking back in time with the stab of 
hurt in my chest. 


“Uh... sure, okay,” I say sarcastically. “I’m fine by the way 
dad, I hope you are too!” 


I slam the phone down, feeling so angry and hurt without 
knowing exactly why. I feel my lip quivering and then the 
tears again. 


I race up the stairs, hurling myself onto the bed like a child 
having a tantrum. 


I hate this. I hate not knowing what to do next. I thought 
Dillon had this, had me. But now I feel like he’s railroaded 
my whole life in one night... Even my own dad doesn’t want 
to talk to me. 


Men! . 
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I let out a low growl of frustration, Baxter raises his brows. 
His chin planted firmly on the Oriental rug as his head 
pokes out from under the dining table. 


“T guess we’re both in the doghouse, Baxter?” 


I tell him, shaking it off and telling myself I’ll let Roxy cool 
off for a while then TIl go try talk some sense into her. 


Do all women fly off the handle like that? I wouldn’t know. 


Since I can remember, I’ve been a lone bird. A solo flyer. I 
get things done that need doing, I do what I have to to get 
by. I don’t think I did anything wrong. 


Did I? 
Maybe she doesn’t like eggs? 
Maybe it was the dog thing... I dunno. 


Hearing her slam the phone down and then run upstairs, I 
jump as she slams the bedroom door. 


Is this the same girl I fell in love with last night? 

A sly grin spreads across my face. 

Yeah. It sure is. She’s got plenty of fire and I like that. 
I like it a lot. 


If I don’t wanna get burned, I’ll let her simmer down and 
then we'll sort this out. 


I know she’s pissed about me taking charge, I get that part. 
I called her dad back after hearing the messages he left for 
Roxy. 


He’s in deep with Marconi, that’s for sure. But he wasn’t 
gonna tell me that. I could just tell. I started work with 
Marconi as one of those goons. I know the drill. It’s the part 
I don’t really want Roxy to know about. The part I don’t 
even want to remember. I’m trying to help her and her dad 
Carl who seems like a reasonable guy. 


Until it comes to an older man and his daughter. 


I haven’t mentioned the call to Roxy yet. It was... delicate to 
say the least. 


Delicate because I had to bite down on my tongue so hard I 
nearly bit through it. 


“T’m just a friend of Roxy’s...” I told him. 


“I understand you have some problems with Mario 
Marcon...” 


“What?” he exclaimed, “Who the fuck told you that? It’s 
none of your business.... Where’s Roxy? I wanna speak to 
my daughter... If you’ve hurt her, I’IL..” 


At that point I held the phone out, letting him run his 
course. 


I can see where Roxy gets her fire from, and also how a guy 
like this got on the wrong side of Mario Marconi. 


Like I should talk... 


“Look,” I told him firmly, “I’d lay low, even leave town for a 
day or two if I was you... Help’s on the way, but it’ll take 
some time and some doing. Do as I say and there’ll be no 
problems...” 


“Let me speak to Roxy,” he demanded firmly. 


“She’s sleeping,” wincing as soon as I said it, knowing he’d 
know, and be double pissed, which he was. 


I only advised him one last time, and told him to wait by the 
phone for the next hour or two. He’d get a better idea of 
what to do then. “Leave town buddy. Roxy will call you when 
it’s all taken care of...” 


I had to hang up, he was getting hysterical. I only hope he 
followed my advice, which he must be doing if Roxy couldn’t 
talk to him on the phone. 


He’d be waiting for the call I arranged. 
Calling in a little favor. Okay, a huge favor. 


And it’s going to cost me everything I have but I know it’s 
worth it. 


Worth it for Roxy and worth it to save her old man’s neck. 
Who you calling old? He’s the same age, give or take. 


Jesus... 


Earlier that morning 


“Jake, I’m not asking. I’m tellin.’ I know it’s a big deal, but I 
need to call this in. This one favor and I swear, I’m out of 
the business for good.” 


He’s quiet on the other end. The President of The Killers 
MC isn’t one to be told anything, but he does know the 
volume of favors he owes me personally. 


“How much did you say again?” he asks gravely, and I just 
know he’s got his calculator out. 


“Twelve bikes, ordered from the shop I mentioned, all 
customs. Pay the deposit today in cash, then take the rest 
and bet against me on tonight’s fight...” 


Jake’s puffing air through his cheeks. 


“The bikes, yeah okay. But betting against you in a fight? 
That’s like burning money. Unless...” 


Bingo. He gets the idea. 


“That’s right, Jake. I don’t need to explain anything else 
now, do I? It's two to one odds after last night, but an easy 
doubling of the cash I have in your bank, yeah? You do still 
have the cash, Jake?” 


He breathes in sharply, then I can feel him smiling, I almost 
had him. I almost got a rise out of him. 


“Yes, Dillon, your money is safe with me,” he reminds me 
and I leave him to make his call to a certain bike shop to 
place his order to fit out the MC with new bikes. 


Where’d I get so much money? 


I fought for it, literally. Marconi keeps most of the takings, 
but since the rigged matches scam, he’s built a reputation 
around me that he can’t afford to get rid of. 


As long as he keeps the same punters away from the same 
fights, he always wins and I always get paid. 


Jake’s been my banker for as long as I can remember. I 
used to ride when we were kids, but his life and mine went 
two ways once, long ago. 


I’d like to say it was over something in particular, but I just 
drifted from that lifestyle. I liked my own company more 
than twelve hairy guy’s non-stop. 


But, Jake’s doing me a solid and it’ll more than make up for 
the lifetime’s worth I’ve done for him and his club. 
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I feel stupid, more than stupid after about three minutes. 
I’m trying to be upset, to stay mad at Dillon but I just can't. 


I’m hurt my dad wouldn’t let me in on what’s going on, but I 
know him enough to understand he'd only be that short 
with me if it was real important. 


I don’t think he knows about the money I bet and lost last 
night. If Marconi’s men had been there I know he would 
have said so, I know Dillon would have said something. 


Why’d I just act out like that though? I don’t understand it. I 
know I can be strong-willed, but I dunno... 


I think it’s just the pressure of what happened last night. 
Losing everything, yet winning Dillon, but still having the 
trouble of having nothing financially. 


Dad’s gonna be gutted when he finds out, even though he’ll 
understand I was only trying to help. I mean, look at Dillon. 
Who would have thought he would have to go down in a 
fight? 


But the fight I have on my hands now is an emotional one. I 
still want Dillon way too much. But there’s still that huge 
part of me that’s scared. 


Scared of what he’ll think of me once he’s claimed me. 
Scared of what he might think of me once he’s seen me 
naked for a few times in a row. Maybe he won’t like me so 
much. 


I’ve never had any luck with boys, let alone men, so I guess 
I’m just hung up on my own insecurities. 


Dillon? He doesn’t seem to have any insecurities. He’s the 
bringer of them, not the keeper of any for himself. 


He’s perfect. 


Maybe too perfect for my chunky, thick heavy girl brain to 
digest right now. 


I roll over onto my back, hugging the pillow and then I start 
to smile, finally laughing out loud. 


I feel like a lunatic on this emotional roller-coaster ride 
called Dillon, but I just know that he’s not mad, not even 
close and that he’ll be up here any minute. 


Probably with a tray of breakfast since I didn’t eat... 
Yep. 


It takes a little longer than I thought, but there's a soft 
knock at the door, followed by the sounds of Baxter pushing 
it open and then jumping up on the bed, licking my face. 


Dillon sticks his head around the frame, and seeing my face 
he smiles. 


It’s the first real smile I’ve seen from him and it makes my 
heart melt and my chest stiffen. 


“T’m sorry,” is all I can say and he comes in with the tray I 
foresaw and sets it down next to the bed, not even acting as 
if anything’s different from last night. Like the whole 
episode just now never even happened. 


And that’s fine by me. 


“Uh, Baxter... really?” I hear myself asking in mock protest, 
knowing the owners would die if they knew Baxter was on 
their bed, but Dillon just shrugs. 


“T thought I might need him for protection, you okay?” 


I nod briefly, grimacing at the reminder, but grateful when 
he sidles up next to me on the bed. Baxter seems more 
interested in the tray of food and leaps off, laying down next 
to the bed with a sigh. 


Dillon locks his hand in mine and we sit in silence for a 
while. I have so much I want to tell him, to ask him, but 
something in him just makes me feel so comfortable. Like I 
can forget about all my problems and just enjoy sitting here 
with him. 


“T’m only gonna say you don’t have to worry one more time, 
Roxy. I know I was a little too straightforward before, but 
it’s really gonna work out, you just have to trust me, okay?” 


He asks me, looking intently at me and squeezing my hand 
just right so I know it’s the whole truth. 


“I'm not holding out because there’s anything bad going on, 
it’s just easier this way,” he says, and I nuzzle into his chest, 
noticing how much I prefer him in only in shorts, He’s taken 
his apron off and his near naked body against mine is 
warming me up in more ways than one. 


I trace a finger around his nipples, through the soft downy 
hair of his chest, then venture a little further down, drawing 


a low growling sound from him. 


“Are you sure you really want me?” I hear myself ask, 
meaning it too. 


“You're just so...” 


“Pm just so what?” he asks, feigning being insulted before 
he once again has to set my mind at ease. 


“T told you, Roxy. You’re mine now, there’s nothing else to 
say. And I want you like you wouldn’t believe.” 


I watch as the bulge in his shorts starts to lengthen, 
thickening until it strains against the thin satin fabric, 
making me gasp. 


Making me want to touch it, to touch all of him 
To finally have him inside of me. 


“And my dad? Tell me he’s okay. That’s all I need to know,” I 
say finally, not wanting to linger on the bad stuff a minute 
longer. 


I have to get used to trusting Dillon, and there’s no time like 
the present. 


He answers me with a kiss, and I know everything’s alright. 


If he didn’t really want me, he wouldn’t be in bed with me 
with a hard on like that, kissing me like this. 


It’s a pinch me again moment, but in no time at all, I’m 
dissolving into Dillon. His smell, his touch and his lips 
against my ear, telling me what he wants to do to me. What 
he’s about to do to me. 


And I smile, shivering with delight because I know that I 
want him now, more than ever. 


I curl my hand around his thick heat through his shorts, 
making him groan loudly. 


“T thought you said if you touched me there, you wouldn’t 
be able to stop,” he asks me in a hoarse tone. 


“Who says I wanna stop,” I purr and nod in reply to the 
question in his eyes. 


We both know I’m ready. 


It’s time for Dillon to claim me. 
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“That’s three I owe you,” I whisper. 


“Wha-?” she asks, gasping as I clutch her chest and 
squeeze. 


“Never mind,” I say, rolling over so I can position myself 
above her, so I can look into her clear blue eyes staring up 
at me. 


My girl is about to become a woman. My woman. 


“Tell me you want to be mine forever,” I say, feeling my dick 
swell to its full hardness in her light grip, which she begins 
to pump forward and backwards, freeing it from my shorts. 


“T want to...” she whimpers, “Forever, Dillon...” 


Kissing her so deep, I want to push straight up into her, to 
release my pent up desire for her in one swift movement, 
but my woman will need to be satisfied as well as claimed. 


Claimed good and proper. 


I’m holding myself up over her, every muscle in my body 
tense, her hands moving over my shoulders, arms and back 
before she pulls me down on top of her. 


I growl with deep satisfaction. I need a strong woman who 
can take just as much as I can give her and Roxy moans 
louder when she feels my full weight on her, staring to 
writhe as I feel her slipping free of her pants as I tear my 
shorts off with one hand, the fabric ripping to the sound of 
our own animal sounds. 


I shift down, feeling my hips grinding into hers while 
keeping my rigid dick back from her just for a minute. 


I want to feel her skin on mine, I want to feel my whole body 
on hers before I give her what I know she needs the most. 


Her urgency is intoxicating. She’s not the shy girl I met last 
night, and I’m glad the touch of our bodies has made her 
see how much I do want her. How much I need her now. 


I jump a little as I feel her hands leaving my cock, giving it a 
firm squeeze as she moves them in between her own thick 
thighs, thighs I look forward to pounding against. 


She’s holding herself wide open for me, the whole time 
we’re staring intently into each other’s eyes. 


I move up to her quivering entrance, feeling myself stiffen 
even more as I circle her hot wet hole. 


We both gasp, moan and I swear as she inches herself onto 
my thickness, taking a good third of me in one stroke. 


“Tm claiming you as my own, Roxy. You’re mine, forever,” I 
growl, gritting my teeth to stop me from exploding too soon. 
I push fully into her, making us both gasp again, and we 
both groan as the newest, best feeling yet is shared 
between us. 


Seeing her head tilt back, her eyes close and that smile 
start to play on her trembling lips is the greatest feeling in 
the world. I’m finally getting to not only claim Roxy, but 
giving her the real gift I’ve wanted to since I first saw her. 


My balls have risen up and I feel so close, like I know she is 
too, but we both settle into the perfect slipperiness that is 
our lovemaking and I find that she likes it hard fast as much 
as She likes it slow. 


And I get to give it to her every way she likes, and we both 
find new ways to explore each other. 


“Let me see that perfect ass of yours,” I growl, I want to feel 
her coming on my cock exploding into her from behind 
while she watches me in the mirror opposite the bed. 


There’s a second of hesitation before her eyes roll back and 
she starts to tremble. 


Without hesitating, I pull out of her, flip her over and seize 
what’s mine. That perfect ass, shuddering with disbelief as I 
watch her moving it backwards and up towards my 
dripping, aching cock which twitches with anticipation. 


I moan again, growling at the sight and forcing my dick to 
hold on. Trying to stop from exploding before it’s the right 
time. 


I need to make every drop count with Roxy, our future 
family depends on it. 


As soon as she feels my smooth, hot head against her hole, 
she thrusts back onto me. The sound she makes is so 
fucking hot, like a wild animal, working hard at finding 
some relief. 


She’s finally found the scratch to match that itch and I feel 
it too. I wanna give it to her, all the way deep inside her. 


In no time, I feel her clenching up on me, her body starting 
to shake as she struggles to keep on all fours on the bed. 


I watch her face in the mirror opposite and I know how 
much I love her. How much I want to give her this gift every 
single day of our lives from now on. 


She comes twice in as many minutes in this position and as 
much as I try to hold my own climax, there’s only so much 
force I can control. 


I warn her I’m about to come, but it’s more of an invitation. 
It’s one she gladly accepts as she starts to thrust back onto 
me like never before, her whimpering moans getting louder 
and louder until I finally hear her calling my name as she 
comes for the third time in tune with my own release. 


Feeling my seed pulsing deep inside her, where it belongs. 
Hearing her gasps and cries of relief, pleasure and 
satisfaction, it’s enough to make us both forget everything. 


All the problems we might face, all the worries we might 
have otherwise, all gone in an instant as we start over. 


Starting our new life together. 
She’s mine now and I know I’m hers. 
Her first and only, forever from now on. 


“And that makes three,” I say. Our breath heaving in the 
small space between us as we both notice the empty 
breakfast tray and no Baxter in sight. 


“I guess Baxter got what he needed too,” she quips, 
panting, and we both collapse into each other laughing like 
there’s not a care in the world. 
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I just want this moment to last forever. I’m still shaking, 
quivering all over with a feeling that’s a mixture of 
excitement and relief. 


I’m his now, I know I am. He’s claimed me and I’ve had 
three of the most intense orgasms I think TIl ever have. 


And I hope Dillon can prove me wrong on that one. 


He can take me anytime, anyplace, he’s the most amazing 
lover as well as fighter. 


As soon as I have the thought, I feel my heart sink. Not 
because I’m unhappy, but because I remember all the 
problems I have suddenly. 


A half hour, or was it an hour and a half with Dillon drilling 
me has been heaven but it feels like hell is fast catching up 
as my mind starts to bloom with all the memories of the 
money I lost and how I have no way of recovering it. 


Dillon senses how I’m feeling, and with a light touch from 
his hands I know he’s ordering me not to worry, to trust him 


like I said I would from now on. 


But it’s still so hard not to worry when I have no idea what’s 
going on. 


I think it was dad not wanting to talk that really upset me 
the most. We’ve always been close, so for him to brush me 
off is a pretty big deal. 


I want to ask Dillon about the fight I know he’ll be in 
tonight. I want to ask him how the hell I’m gonna get all 
that money I need, but I try to push it down, try to 
remember to trust him. 


“T do trust you,” I blurt out, “but I still have so much going 
on in my head...” 


He narrows his eyes and frowns, nodding. 


I know his life’s no walk in the park either, and I only want 
him to share our problems so they don’t feel so big in my 
mind. 


Does he even know how much money I owe? 
Maybe he knows dad from someplace else...? 


I open my mouth to say something else, but Dillon kisses me 
instead. 


The surest way to shut me up is to feed me, kiss me or take 
me to bed. Or all three attempted by Dillon so far, but I’m 
still opening my mouth. 


n 


“Tm fighting tonight...” is all he says, getting a far off look 
in his eyes. The struggles he has are physical as well as 
everything else I have to contend with. 


I don’t have to climb in the ring with guys that want to hit 
me. I don’t have a mob boss hanging over my head like he 
does. 


I reason these things to myself, but I’m still dying to know 
exactly what the plan is. 


“Can I call my dad?” I ask, trying to change the subject 
while not changing the subject. 


He smirks and frowns a clear ‘no’ shaking his head and 
wagging his finger at me. 


“Roxy. Let’s just have some fun today, huh? Let’s not spoil 
the day with details about stuff like that...” 


I frown now, feeling the old hurt coming back, the part 
where I’d normally start shouting again, but I can’t 
anymore. I just know Dillon’s got this covered. 


Just tell me how though... 


“Maybe we can find me some clothes...” he murmurs and I 
peek down at his naked body again, shaking my head in the 
negative, wagging my finger at him. 


“Now, Dillon. Don’t go ruining my day by talking about 
putting clothes all over yourself,” I say, trying my best to 
sound and look as serious as he does half the time. 


He shakes with silent laughter and hugs me tight, pulling 
me over on top of him again. 


I can see myself in the mirror, and it shocks me. I never look 
at myself naked, but for the first time in a long time, I 
actually look and feel happy so I let it slide. 


Maybe I can just be me and be happy. 


“Ts it too soon?” Dillon asks, and I feel his thickness swelling 
up onto my mound again as I straddle him, making me 


gasp. 


“It’s never too soon for that!” I say, and he laces his fingers 
through mine, pulling my face down to his for another kiss. 


“T mean is it too soon to tell you I love you?” 
I gasp for a second time, but it’s a heartfelt emotional gasp. 


It’s the sweetest thing anyone’s ever said to me and I 
suddenly feel the gravity of where I’ve landed. 


Planet Dillon, and I fucking love it. 


“Tt’s not too soon...” I trail off, trying hard to sound maybe 
interested, maybe not. Until he tickles me. 


“Come on you, out with it!” he growls. 


“Alright, alright,” I squeal. “I love you Dillon,” I manage, my 
voice catching at the end though, my heart feeling like it’ll 
burst if he doesn’t kiss me again. 


And he does. A perfect, deep, long and wet kiss. The kind I 
like best from him. 


The kind I love. Like I love him. 


Having him tell me that means more than anything all of a 
sudden, it makes everything else small, hard to worry about 
under the shadow and strength of Dillon’s love. 


“T love you,” I murmur again, nestling into his chest as I feel 
him swelling, ready to enter me again, drawing a long purr 
from me. The new sound he makes over mine lets me know 
I really am his now. 


There’s nobody else in my world anymore and I know that 
I’m the new center of his. Our new world that we have now. 


n 


“Just so you know...” start to tell him, stopping only to coo 
and moan, gasp as he runs his hands over my chest while I 
feel him sliding inside me again. 


“Any time I ask too many questions... look sad... or... get 
angry...” 


“Yeah?” he gasps. 


“Just do this to me, kay?” I moan, and his growl tells me 
everything as his body tenses and flexes into another round 
I’m sure to lose myself in with my fighter. 
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They say it’s the worst thing for a fighter, to have sex before 
a fight. 


Just as well I plan to get out of fighting and into full time 
lovemaking with my woman then. Not that I’ve ever had sex 
before a fight. 


My fights and my work, they’ve been my life until now so I 
feel it’s long overdue to change all that. 


I need to make some calls to make sure everything’s on 
track, but I don’t want to start it all over again, worrying 
Roxy. 


I’ll see how the day pans out, which is diminishing rapidly at 
this rate if we decide to stay in bed. 


“Can we stay in bed all day?” Roxy asks me, as if she’s 
reading my mind. 


I laugh but then sigh a little internally. 


As much as I’d love to, I really can’t. The whole thing is that 
anything to do with the mob is that you always run on their 
clock, which is fueled by their own agenda. 


Their own bullshit in the case of Mario Marconi. 
I can’t leave him hanging if I’m to make my plan work. 
Our plan. 


“T have to...” I start to say, but she puts her finger over my 
lips, then her own to silence me. 


“T know,” she finally says, “I was just hoping we could have a 
day of just this... just us.” 


“We will,” I say honestly, “I promise, Roxy. We will. After 
tonight, you'll see... And before you even have to think it 
again, your dad’s fine.” 


Hearing myself say it out loud doesn’t sound as convincing 
as I think it should. 


Do I have doubts? Do I have concerns, shit yeah I do. 


Marconi is no fool. He’s a bad man but he’s no moron. I 
need to tread carefully if I expect to double him over twice 
in two days and live to tell the tale. 


That’s where Jake comes in. 


Jake and the Killers. The latest motorcycle gang to have a 
fresh affiliation with Russian mobsters on the other side of 
the bridge. 


I know it, but Marconi doesn’t. Not yet. 


It’s the best time to switch sides by getting out altogether, 
keeping Jake and his Russian friends friendly towards me. 


I’m going to need their help to make what I have planned 
work a hundred percent. After the fight. 


The fight. It would be easy any other day, to throw a fight 
one way or the other, but that was before I had so much 
riding on it all. 


That was before Roxy became my woman. I have her to 
protect now too, not just myself. 


I have our whole life together, our future family to consider. 


rll make it work, I know I can even if I’m not a hundred 
percent sure right this minute. 


“What are you thinking?” Roxy asks, tracing the furrowed 
lines I can feel on my brow with her fingertips. 


“Only how fucking beautiful you are,” I say, which is true. 
I’d never lie about that. 


“What else are you thinking?” she asks, jabbing my ribs and 
gasping like she always does. My hard body always makes 
her come out with those little sounds when she touches me. 


“T’m thinking, can a man really fall so hard for someone, 
just like that?” I ask, snapping my fingers loudly in front of 
us both, making her jump with a start before she nods her 
head in agreement. 


“Even sooner, I’d say. I knew it the minute I saw you, before 
you even turned around,” she says boastfully. 


“And I could sense you, before I even turned around,” I 
counter, proving my point that what we both know doesn’t 
need proving. 


We’re made for each other. Heart and soul as well as our 
bodies. 


Despite what Roxy might think, I need a woman who’s as 
solid as Iam, someone I can toss around a bit and be tossed 
around by too. 


She’s perfect. Beautiful. Strong and soft, all at the same 
time. 


“You’re not really gonna throw another fight, are you?” she 
asks. Putting me on the spot making it feel like it’s really me 
asking the same question. 


I don’t answer her. I can’t. I know she doesn’t want me 
fighting at all, but it’s the last time. 


If I tell her one thing, Illl have to tell her everything and 
she'll only worry more. 


Pll only worry more about her worrying... it’s a vicious 
circle. 


I give her one of my steely glances and she rolls her eyes, “I 
know, I know... just trust you...” she says, mimicking what I 
guess is supposed to be my deep voice. 


She makes me laugh, and I love her for that too. Having 
someone so close that I want physically, as well as being 
able to laugh with. 


It’s priceless. 


Worth throwing more than a fight and worth risking 
everything for. 


I’m doing the right thing, I know I am. If she knew all the 
details, she’d tell me to do what I have to anyway... 


Taking her hand in mine again and pressing it to my lips, I 
remind her and myself. “Just like when I decided I had to 
have you, that I had to claim you... I know what I need to do 


next. I can’t tell you everything right now, but I know you'll 
support me, and that means everything,” I say honestly. 


“T love you, Dillon, no matter what,” she says, a silver line 
appearing at the corner of each of her eyes. 


“T love you more.” I assure her, and I kiss her like it’s my 
last, registering how it always feels like our very first kiss 
every time. 
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“T’m gonna take a shower,” I tell Dillon, not wanting to tear 
myself away, but I just know he has things to do before his 
fight and I also know I’m his way of getting around for the 
rest of the day. 


I hope. 


“Tam going with you, right?” I ask, trying to find something 
to cover myself up with, but giving up and watching his 
smile beaming up at me from the bed, pleased to see me 
totally naked and defenseless. 


“T can’t let you out of my sight,” he says, but he does puff 
out air from his cheeks and roll his neck, like he’d rather 
not have me go along with him. 


“I could just stay here,” I suggest, “But I’d worry myself to 
death...” 


He huffs a dry laugh, agreeing with me. It’s ironic, but I 
don’t really want to go to another fight with Dillon in it 


either, but at the same time, I don’t feel like being apart 
from him. 


Ever. 
No matter the danger or consequences. 


“I have some errands, but I can have you tag along. It’s 
safer that way. I know Marconi’s onto you now. Maybe both 
of us together... although I didn’t see anything last night or 
this morning.” 


“Did you even sleep?” I ask and feel myself wanting to scold 
him when he just shrugs. 


“How can I sleep? I’ve got the most beautiful woman in the 
world to pleasure and half the city’s mob priming 
themselves to cut me down.” 


I frown, looking at my feet and Dillon realizes the effect of 
his words. 


“Sorry, but it’s the truth. We’re both up to our necks, Roxy. I 
won't lie to you.” 


“Well... I’ll be in the shower,” I say. 


Dillon smiles and I do too. It feels liberating to not be 
paranoid about how I look for once. When Dillon looks at 
me, he looks at all of me, and right into my eyes at the same 
time. 


I know he loves what he sees, not just likes. 


The feeling makes me float all the way to the shower, telling 
myself what he just gave me was what I’ve needed for so 
long. No wonder I’ve been flying off the handle all these 
years. 


He’s the cure but he’s also my new disease. I just can’t get 
enough of him and I miss him as soon as I reach the 


bathroom. 


I’m puzzled when Dillon doesn’t join me. I hope he doesn’t 
think I’ve gone nympho or anything, but I just thought it 
might be nice if we could share a shower together. 


It feels like every second without Dillon is a relapse into my 
old way of thinking. I even start to stand differently in the 
shower, not wanting to expose parts of my body, not 
wanting to look at myself in the mirror when I get out. 
Crazy stuff like that. 


I practically race to dry myself off and get dressed, 
changing into a fresh set of clothes in another room I was 
using as my own until last night, then I scoot back to Dillon. 


Before I even get to the door, I can hear it. I can hear both 
of them. I push the crack in the door slowly, quietly 
exposing the pair of them, lying there on the bed for all to 
see. 


Dillon and Baxter. 

Fast asleep, both snoring. 

How could you sleep, huh? 
Beautiful woman to pleasure, eh? 


I sigh quietly, mostly with relief and cover the pair of them 
with the blankets, only after taking a moment to once again 
consider how fine my man’s body is. 


You’re not too shabby yourself Baxter, but I’m kinda taken 
now... 


I creep out of the room, closing the door halfway and make 
my way downstairs, checking that the doors and windows 
are all locked. What Dillon said about Marconi has me a 
little on edge, when I’m not hanging onto Dillon that is. 


I jump with a start, looking out the front window, there’s a 
huge guy sitting on a big bike, smoking a cigarette and 
eyeballing the house. A few seconds later, he’s joined by 
another. 


I get scared, wanting to go wake Dillon up, but figure it’s a 
free country... until I hear the third bike, then I start to 
recant my approach to the constitution. 


It’s a nice neighborhood, not the usual meeting place for 
bikers and definitely not out front of the house I’m sitting. 


Double checking that the doors are all locked and making 
another tentative glance outside. I try my best to distract 
my mind by doing the dishes, not wanting to wake Dillon 
because I know he needs his strength for tonight and he 
didn’t sleep at all last night. 


Plus what he just did for an hour or more... 
The man’s a machine. 


He’s also a very neat cook, and the dishes left over from 
breakfast take all of five minutes, leaving me with nothing 
but my own mind for company which is dangerous. 


I walk past the phone in the hall again to check on those 
men out front, still there. The phone tempting me to stop 
and call up dad, to see if he’s really okay, to check what’s 
going on out there. 


But I remember what Dillon said, I have to do what he says 
and most of all, I have to trust him. 


My own best thinking landed me and dad in deeper hot 
water with Marconi than ever before and I still have no idea 
how we’re even gonna get ahead. Let alone break even. 


I start to worry, then I feel myself wanting to cry all over 
again, when the sudden ringing of the phone I’m right next 


to makes me jump with a start. 
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I reach out for her, still asleep but hear a phone ringing 
from somewhere. I must have fallen asleep but I’m so tired, 
I can’t even open my eyes, only reach for her on the bed 
next to me. 


She feels bony. Hairy too. Her kiss is wet and warm though 
and I smile, glad to be waking up to her- 


“What the fuck?” 
“Baxter! No! Ugh!” 


I spit the taste of dog out of my mouth but have to laugh 
because Baxter looks genuinely hurt I'm not smiling from 
his kisses anymore. 


He’s woken me up, and just as well too. I can’t afford to lay 
around all day. 


Was that really the phone I heard just now? 


I shiver some as I get out of the bed. A full day it feels like 
with only my stinky fight shorts on. Next time Marconi 


tosses me out of his building, lll make sure I grab my bag 
first. 


It has everything in it, my cell. My wallet, my keys... 


I guess he figured I’d be crawling back to him soon, but I’ve 
got other plans now. Time to pull it all together. 


At the top of the stairs I can hear Roxy’s voice, and I just 
know she’s talking to her dad. 


Dammit! I told her... I told him... 


I hustle down the stairs, registering Roxy’s face that’s glad 
to see me but there’s so much emotion in her eyes it hurts 
me to look. 


There’s a reason I wanted her to only know so much. 


But before I can even get to the phone, I can sense 
something else. Without even looking I know there’s 
someone, or a couple of someone’s out front. It’s that 
fighter’s sense again. I can just feel when there’s a threat 
or a surprise lurking. 


Flicking back the lounge curtain, I breathe a little easier. 
Relief. 


It’s Niko and his brother. Two of the new Russian neighbors 
I know for a fact that Marconi and his family haven’t met 
yet. I should’ve figured Jake would have them come keep an 
eye on things. 


I dunno how they found us though, but that’s why I’m glad 
they’re on our side. I’m big and can hold my own, but these 
guys are like ghosts. 


I’m glad I’m getting out of the fighting game and Marconi 
for good. There’s a change coming and I don’t want to be 


anywhere near it, even though I'll be there for the welcome 
parade. 


I’m sort of half smiling, but I don’t feel anywhere near 
happy. I won’t be happy until all this is over and I know 
Roxy is safe, and her dad isn’t under Marconi’s thumb 
anymore. 


Then I can get a decent night’s sleep. 


Roxy’s conversation with her dad is what arrests me next, “I 
just need to know you’re okay dad, that other stuff? That’s 
personal.. that’s my business...” 


I know she’s talking about us. I know her dad’s pissed 
because I can hear him from where I’m standing. Roxy must 
be used to her old man’s hysterics, but I’m not. 


Okay, chat times over. 


I stride over and take the phone from Roxy, giving her a 
look before I talk to her dad. 


She opens her mouth to say something, but I narrow my 
lips into a thin line, shaking my head in the negative. 


“Carl?” I say harshly, watching Roxy’s eyes grow wide at 
hearing me on first names with her dad. 


“T thought I told you this morning how things were going to 
be... you’ve left town already?” I ask, watching Roxy’s eyes 
grow wider, then shining with tears as she torments herself 
between storming to the kitchen and staying by me. 


I pull her close and stroke her hair to calm her down, which 
works. 


Feeling her hands on me, clawing a little, but on me 
nonetheless, it makes me feel better. 


“No... I haven’t. But I had those biker friends of yours in 
already. That’s a large deposit on twelve bikes... paid for all 
twelve up front, I can’t have that kind of money laying 
around...” 


I smile to myself again, at least something’s gone right so 
far. Going to plan nicely. 


“T figured you wouldn’t run with all that cash, nor do you 
really feel like handing it over to Marconi either...?” I 
suggest out loud, making him get all defensive again. 


“You a betting man?” I ask him, figuring it might just be 
how he really got in so deep with Marconi. Maybe Roxy 
doesn’t know everything about her squeaky clean dad after 
all. I’ve seen it so many times before, I can practically smell 
it on him over the phone. 


Gambler. 


“That’s none of your damned business! Look, put Roxy back 
on, and if I find out there’s anything going on between you 
and my daughter...” 


I hear myself growling at the idea. 
“Or what?” I ask roughly, but I can’t afford to get off topic. 


“Carl? I need you to focus now, listen to my voice. That 
money, for those bikes? I have a way to turn that around for 
you. Double your money, maybe. Take half and do as I say... 
Are you listening?” 


It takes some doing, but the prospect of doubling what he 
has is appealing but I don’t want to shame him with Roxy so 
close, talking about gambling mightn’t be what either of 
them need right now between each other. 


If she knew it was the real reason her dad was in so deep... 


I put my hand over the phone and ask her to go into the 
kitchen, or better yet, get Baxter outside, he might need to 
go himself. 


She does it, but reluctantly and I clue Carl in to the rest of 
my proposal, whatever I can do to help him be free of 
Marconi and get his life back on track, the better off Roxy 
will be too. 


“But, there has to be a catch?” he asks once I tell him what 
I’m proposing he do with all that money. 


“Yeah, the catch is you never gamble again. How ‘bout that? 
This one time you have a chance to right the ship but after 
that... I don’t want to see or hear of you gambling again. 


“Hey who the fuck are you, pal?” He starts up again, “You 
don’t own me, you’re nobody... nothing to me...” 


Seeing Roxy come back down the stairs with Baxter, the 
concern in her eyes and her wanting to look outside at 
those men again. I know where I need to be right now, and 
it’s not talking to Carl. 


“Just... do it. Alright? Someone will be there to take the 
money to the fight,” I tell him as softly as I can before 
hanging up, but I grimace when I see Roxy overhear that 
part. 


I guess she'll find out sooner or later... 


“You wanna tell me what’s really going on yet?” she asks 
me. And I pull her close again, kissing her and feeling her 
kiss me back. 


I know she trusts me. 
But she deserves to know some of it, at least. 


All the details though? 


Hell. I’m not even sure we’re gonna be able to pull this one 
off. 


Even if we have half the Russian army on our side, let alone 
a few guys with bikes. 
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“They’re who?” I ask Dillon, finding myself clutching at my 
neck, wanting to cover myself from head to toe for some 
reason, suddenly feeling raw, and exposed. 


“Russians.” He replies dryly, then smiles, trying to lighten 
the mood by nibbling on my neck but I pull away from him. I 
need to know more than just their nationality. 


“They’re friends of a friend,” he says, sighing. “I’m gonna fix 
it so you, me and your dad can be free of Marconi for good.” 


I put my hands on my hips, sliding my feet a little wider 
apart before I start tapping one of them, waiting for a 
better explanation. 


“T was in the middle of a conversation with my dad, and you 
just butted in, took over...” I start to protest, but there’s 
something in the way he looks at me when I get mad with 
him that never keeps me mad for long. 


I feel all the hot wind going out of my sails, and all my puff 
and bluster is gone as quickly as it came over me. I let him 


circle his arms around my waist again, smiling and 
shuddering a breath in as he kisses my neck, my ultimate 
weak spot I’ve discovered. And so has he. 


“Just play along with me, huh?” he asks, sounding more 
confident by the minute. It feels like the less I like this idea, 
whatever it is, the keener he is to pull it off. 


“My dad’s not in any danger though?” I ask him seriously, 
relieved when he shakes his head straight away, 


“No, none. I promise. Those guys out front? They’re our 
protector. Your dad will have his own within the hour, 
knowing Jake... I originally wanted your dad out of town 
until this simmered down, but...” 


“But what?” I ask, feeling my anxiety rising again, sensing 
there’s more he’s not saying, but only for my own sake. 


“But, it’s worked out for the best,” Dillon beams, “he’s even 
got a big order in for his bike shop. Enough to cover any 
upcoming expenses, even after he’s paid for the bikes,” he 
adds, planting a bug wet kiss on my lips as I squeal with 
disbelief. 


The relief that rushes through me is incredible. I don’t 
know how, or even why Dillon’s doing so much to help us, to 
help my dad, but if he’s managed this much in less than a 
day, my confidence in him is rock solid now. 


He presses his forehead against mine, leaning down so we 
can see into each other’s eyes, “I know this is happening 
fast, but it kinda has to if it’s gonna work. I need you Roxy, 
more than ever. I need you to-” 


“T know, I know,” I cut him off, “I need to trust you,” I say, 
and he laughs softly. 


“No! Well. Yes, but I need you to... find me some damned 
clothes, I’m freezing!” 


I remember the box of clothes I picked out last night, 
yesterday now. I was, we both were more than just a little 
distracted with things, but I still feel embarrassed and 
blush bright red. 


“Sorry, Dillon... how selfish of me...” I admit. 
I do like seeing him with nothing on though. 


I take his hand and lead him back upstairs. I hear Baxter 
barking, wanting back in, but I think it's best if he stays out 
for now. 


Back up in the attic, we both feel the same stirrings as we 
did only yesterday, even though it seems like a lifetime ago 
already. 


I’ve changed so much, a properly claimed woman now. Not 
the girl I was yesterday. 


But the box of clothes is still there. 


The owners of the house, their son. He’s around the same 
height but not quite the same build. 


Far from it. 


Luckily we find a track suit and a t-shirt that Dillon 
manages not to tear apart when he tries it on. 


“T hope he doesn’t mind,” Dillon says apologetically. 


“He’s over it,” I assure him, “I think he’s a senator now, a 
little older and thicker in the middle...” 


Dillon shrugs awkwardly, tearing the sleeve some more as 
his huge arm flexes along with his shoulders. 


I grip both my arms, hugging myself, willing myself not to 
hurl myself at the man. 


I thought he was hot naked... my god, put him in some skin 
tight clothes... 


“Are you alright?” he asks me, genuinely concerned, until 
he recognizes the familiar shudder in my breath, the 
stiffness of my chest through my own clothes and the look in 
my eyes. 


“Tm fine,” I purr, reminding myself I’ve had my fill for the 
day of Dillon. The man has work to do yet. 


“It only has to last until the fight,” he says thoughtfully, 
picking through the box, making me laugh by holding some 
pretty dated clothes against his body. Clothes that would 
look fine on anyone else, but Dillon... 


Dillon has a presence that only a certain style of clothes 
could live up to. 


“Now,” I challenge him, “Give me those stinky shorts and IU 
put them in the wash,” I tell him, reaching for those skimpy, 
stained and bloody shorts he’s been wearing around since 
yesterday. 


But he holds them to his chest, like a child holding their 
favorite toy. 


“These are my lucky shorts, my fighting shorts!” he 
exclaims, “I have to wear them tonight...” 


I screw my face up, then shrug. I can’t see them washed 
and dried by the time we have to leave, which I suspect is 
soon by the look in Dillon’s eye. 


“Fine,” I tell him, “but as soon as we’re home, they’re 
getting washed,” I tell him, putting on my serious face and 
voice. 


But his face drops a little and he looks past me. 
“What is it?” I ask him. 


“Home?” he asks. “You’re coming with me after the fight... 
we have to... I should explain,” he says. And for the first 
time all day, I’m not just thinking about me and Dillon 
anymore. 


I’m thinking about us. 
Our future family too. 


This just got serious very quickly. 
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It’s hard for me to explain to Roxy how it’s gonna be. So 
much depends on if this fight goes to plan and if we live to 
tell the tale, escape the arena let alone the city. 


If it comes down to that. But who knows? 


I threw a rigged fight last night with Marconi, something 
that’s unheard of. 


Tonight I plan a repeat performance, but betting with my 
own money, which is risky. 


Because he keeps the fight information so secret I don’t 
know who Marconi will have fight against me, how many or 
for how long before he reaches the point where he feels 
he’s made enough to forgive me for last night’s treachery. 


Anyone else would be a dead man, but Marconi knows I’m 
the best so he keeps me. 


I just need that privilege for one more night... 


“T need to go talk with the Russians,” I tell Roxy, who 
furrows her brow and breathes in long and hard. 


“TIl be back in a minute,” tell her and we both walk down 
the stairs before I turn to kiss her and step outside. The 
Russians are already standing at the door, making her 
jump. 


Me, I’m a little more used to them. But not by much. 
Like I said, they’re like fucking ghosts sometimes. 


Great to have on your side, I’d rather make an enemy of 
Marconi than these guys any day. 


They both stand silent, one looks Roxy up and down, which 
draws a low growl from me and his eyes are front and 
center again. 


I don’t want to make an enemy out of these guys, but if he 
looks at my woman again, all bets are off. 


The other of the two slaps the back of the looker's head, so 
quickly I hardly notice it but I narrow my eyes and let them 
both know they can’t even look when it comes to my 
woman. 


“Roxy. Inside.” Is all I say, and she obeys. 


I’m about to tell the Russians just how it is when it comes to 
being around my woman, when the larger of the two, the 
one who wasn’t ogling Roxy, thrusts out a ringing cell 
phone, putting it straight into my hand. 


I pick up. 
“Yeah,” It’s Jake. 


“Jake.” I cut him off before he can get started, “Tell your 
red friends here that if they look at my woman again, I’ll be 


painting the house with their blood, fight or no fight. Money 
be damned.” 


Jake goes silent and the bigger of the two Russians leans in, 
his nose almost touching mine, “Tell them yourself...” he 
says in a thick accent, but perfectly executed English. 


I cough a dry, quiet laugh, only taking the phone away long 
enough to repeat my words straight to his face. 


It’s no empty threat, and once the mutual satisfaction of 
chest beating is over, The Russians hold out their hands and 
apologize like gentlemen. 


“We only here to fight Marconi.. not Dillon.” Is all the 
smaller one says and they go back to being silent ghosts on 
the porch. The smaller one turning, scanning the street for 
any signs of trouble. 


I keep my fighting face on though, it’s not a good way to 
introduce yourself to me by looking at my woman. 


“Well?” I ask Jake, who’s waited in silence while we all got 
introduced. 


“Tt’s fixed for tonight... Marconi, as luck would have it, fell 
for our plan of having a huge Russian to fight you.” 


I grunt with irony. “Who is it?” I ask. 


“You just met them,” Jake says, and I can feel the sly grin on 
his face through the phone. 


I cock my brow, “Both of them?” I ask hoarsely, cricking my 
neck. Priming my body for a painful experience. 


For them. 


“They’re going in with the money too, you see Dillon... and 
this is where it gets technical,” he says lowering his voice. 


“The Russians are going to bet all that cash with Marconi...” 
“Bet on themselves?” I ask, not really surprised. 


“Yeah, but here’s the kicker. Marconi is going to bet on you 
tonight. After what you pulled last night, he’s not trusting 
you to do as you're told ever again. This is your last fight... 
if you know what I mean.” 


I do. It stands to reason. Marconi will use me for one last 
match, bleed his punters once more and then have two 
Russian to play with. 


“But..?” I ask calmly, knowing there’s got to be a silver 
lining. 


“But, it won’t matter who bets on what, Dillon. I need you to 
trust me on that. Just go there and have your fight, go down 
to the Russians and-” 


“Wait! What?” I ask, sounding alarmed, and both the 
Russians turn to me, smiling crooked smiles, showing their 
teeth as they both block the sun starting to stream onto the 
wide porch. 


“Just do it, Dillon. You’ll see. And when the smoke clears, 
you'll have all your money and more. But you’ll have to 
leave town after tonight. For good.” 


I nod slowly. I kind of figured that, regardless of the 
outcome. 


My own plan was to bet against myself but I hadn’t counted 
on the men I planned to use for help to be my opponents. 


My head hurts already, but I remind myself, I feel the twitch 
in my heart reminding me what all this is about. 


Who all this is really for. 


And she’s worth every minute, every bruise and every drop 
of blood. 


My Roxy. 


Forever. 
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I only go inside for Dillon’s sake. If it was anybody else 
telling me, I’d tell them to go to hell. But Dillon has a plan 
and I have to go along with it for now, even if it means 
biting my tongue a little. 


Those Russian guys are huge, but nothing like Dillon. 
They’re not handsome and they seem to come to heel once 
Dillon gives one of his growls to warn them off, even though 
the guy hardly looked at me. 


I wonder if this is going to be a huge problem in our life. 
Dillon growling at people for glancing at me or staring into 
space just where I happen to be... 


Yep. I think it probably will be. But it’s why I love him so 
much, he won’t let anyone so much as look at me. His queen 
and he’s my king. 


He’s not out there for long and despite me wanting to listen 
at the door, I go back to the kitchen and hear Dillon come 
back inside not long after. Alone. 


He seems to know wherever I am in the house and comes 
straight to me, and I cling to him like never before, 
suddenly feeling the gravity of what’s happening. 


Our night and day together have been so quick, it felt like 
nothing could touch us, but I knew deep down I’d have to 
face up to things eventually. 


“Who are they?” I ask him, needing to know much more 
than he’s told me so far now. 


“Russians,” he says flatly, holding my hips as he leans back 
to look me in the eyes. 


“There’s something bigger than us going down tonight, 
Roxy. Bigger than you owing Marconi and much bigger than 
me throwing a rigged fight.” 

I hear myself swallowing hard. 

“Tell me you’re not going to fight...” 
knowing it could never be true. 


I hear myself say, 


“T have to. I will, and you’re staying right here,” he says. But 
I’m shaking my head in the negative. 


“No! Dillon. I’m going with you. I have to come with y-” I 
start to protest as I hear my moans and whimpers silenced 
by his deep kiss, pressing me hard into his body. 


“T figured as much,” he growls in a low tone, a slight smile 
playing on his lips as he presses a thick envelope into my 
hand. 


“This is what you owe Marconi, and more. It’s your ticket 
into the fight, too.” He says furrowing his brow and I can 
tell he’d rather I wasn’t there, but couldn’t live with himself 
either if I wasn’t in plain sight. 


“My ticket?” I ask, feeling extra blond. 


“You'll tell the guy at the door it’s double or nothing, they’ll 
let you in. Marconi will have to be consulted, but he’ll fall 
for it. He’s greedy and won’t be able to miss the opportunity 
of having even more over you and your dad.” 


“But, what if?” I start to ask, trying to give voice to the 
thousand questions I have but his lips are on mine again, 
silencing my mouth and my mind while stoking the fire in 
my heart and reigniting the passion for his body again. 


“Just do as I say, Roxy... Go there like you did last night. 
Give this to Marconi, his men most likely and then just wait 
nearest any unlocked doorway that you can. 


“What’s gonna happen?” I ask, my anxiety starting to get 
the better of me. 


“T really can’t say, Roxy... Even the Russians are tight lipped 
about some of the details, but either way, I’m promised all 
our money back plus more.” 


I feel my eyes rolling, wondering if we’re not just changing 
brand of thugs to owe money to. Instead of Marconi debt, 
won't it just be ‘a Russian debt’ now? 


I hope not. 


I nod slowly in agreement, not even wanting to look at the 
money or ask where he got so much from. 


“T have to go now, Roxy,” Dillon says, his grip on me not 
loosening any, while mine holds him tighter. Holds him 
closer. 


“I don’t want you to...” I start to sob and he holds me close 
again, squeezing me harder than ever, smelling my hair and 
kissing my head. 


“T don’t want to go either, but if this is gonna work, we need 
to be seen apart.” 


“And what about after the fight?” I ask him, sensing he’s 
only told me half of what he intends to. 


“After tonight, we leave town... your dad too,” Is all he says 
and I nod again, but it’s really only opened up a whole new 
can of worms for me. 


“Baxter... the house?” I start to say, remembering I have an 
obligation to watch the house, as well as keep Baxter fed 
and walked. Plus, he’s become a friend for me since I’ve 
been here. 


“The house will be fine,” Dillon assures me. “There’s 
someone else coming to watch over it for a few days. Once 
the dust clears, you might be able to come back, square 
things up with the owners,” he offers, sounding optimistic. 


“And if not?” I ask, gulping again. 


But Dillon only shrugs. “It’s small potatoes, Roxy. I need you 
and I need to get you clear of that shit Marconi. Everything 
else is tiny details, which our new friends out there assure 
us will be taken care of and I’m inclined to believe them,” 
he says, almost sounding annoyed. 


“Why do you trust them so much?” I ask, I do wonder 
myself. Why go from one lot of gangsters to another. Aren’t 
they all the same. 


“T trust them,” he says with intensity, which he relaxes, not 
wanting to be upset with me, “because Jake does. And Jake, 
the same man who’s organizing to save both our asses and 
your dad’s, is the one man I’d trust with my life... I’ve saved 
his bacon enough times and now it’s time for me to collect. 
It might sound dumb to you Roxy, but it’s the only code I’ve 
lived by. You just have to trust people sometimes... Not 
everybody, but just somebody...” 


“Alright,” I say, looking up into his eyes, feeling his heart 
beating faster against mine, his own voice quavering a little 
as he speaks. 


“T trust whoever you trust, Dillon. And I trust you with more 
than my life.” I say honestly. 


“More than your life?” he asks, furrowing his brow. 


“T trust you with my heart, too,” I say and he kisses me 
again, making me want this kiss to last forever over all the 
rest. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


D illon 


It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever done, leaving Roxy alone. 
Even if it’s just for a few hours, it already feels like years 
and we haven’t even crossed the bridge. 


I have to remind myself of my own advice, my own 
instructions for her to trust the process that will mean we 
can be together when it’s all over. 


I know she’s safe. Jake’s seen to it that all of us have the 
protection of the Russians, but it’s me who should be 
protecting her even though I know I can’t be in two places 
at once. 


Just a few more hours, Roxy... 


Once we leave the street where the house is, I noticed two 
cars with almost identical looking Russians park at each 
end of Roxy’s street. They’ll be taking her to the fight and 
keeping out of sight. That’s what Jake assured me. And I 
assured him that as much as I trust him, if anything goes 
Wrong... 


But I can’t think like that. I just told Roxy we all have to 
trust somebody sometimes and this one time, I’m trusting 
Jake to produce a fucking miracle. 


“You know what to do?” the shorter Russian asks me, 
without even turning his head when he speaks as we sit 
bunched up in the back seat of their sedan. 


“T know,” I growl. “Do you?” 


His eyes in the rear view harden, but then they shine and 
he slaps my thigh, laughing a booming laugh that almost 
deafens me. 


“You Americans! Always with the funny!” he shouts, and I 
start to imagine the ways I have to try not to beat this guy 
in a fight. 


The ways I have to allow myself to be beaten by him. 
It’s all for Roxy... Just think of Roxy... 


The sun’s getting low already and once we cross the bridge, 
the leafy greens of the suburbs transform slowly into the 
dark reds, browns and grays of the industrial areas. The 
world Marconi rules and the home of the place people like 
me have to fight. 


I’ve never been nervous before a fight, never shied away 
from any opponent. And tonight I only feel on edge because 
of Roxy. If it was just me, maybe even just her old man that 
stood a chance at losing out big time, I could accept it. But 
because Roxy is involved, I worry for her. 


Stop thinking like that! 


Do it and do it well.. It’s your fucking job, just get in and 
get out... you can do this, for her! 


“We have money... all bettings been arranged,” the Russian 
who’s driving assures me. It’s almost like he can sense what 
I’m worrying about, but he assumes it’s all about the money. 


Money’s fine, but it won’t buy me what I know I have with 
Roxy. I give him a polite nod, wondering if it’s him Il be 
fighting first, or second? Maybe both of them together. 


Knowing Marconi, he won’t let my little slip up last night go 
unpunished. 


We drive in silence for about a half an hour before the car 
slows to a halt a fair way from where the fight’s held. 


“Out, here. We go,” The driver announces, and I know it’s 
time to go. I get out of the car carrying my opponents and 
everything of financial value in the world to me, and 
thrusting my hands into my borrowed pockets, I start to jog 
to the warehouse. 


The warm up will do me some good and also help to dispel 
some of my mood, which is surprisingly dark for a guy who’s 
about to cash in, winning everything including the woman 
of his dreams. 


I just wish everything didn’t have to be so fucking hard, so 
dangerous for her. 


I just wish... 


Stop wishing Romeo and start fighting. You want her? You 
want the life that goes with it? Then fight! 


I jog, then I run and finally I sprint to the warehouse, trying 
to lose this feeling that I have, that I can’t control 
everything all the time. Only wanting it all to be over so I 
can hold Roxy again and know that she’s finally safe. 


I pound on the rusty door at the side of the warehouse, and 
am let in by one of Marconi’s sneering goons, his lip curled 


to one side as he looks me up and down. 


“You’re late... Almost thought you’d be a no show.” He 
produces something from his pocket, my wallet and starts 
to thumb the few bills left inside. 


“Ah ah, Dillon,” he warns me, holding it higher and 
shielding himself from me with his elbow, making sure I 
catch the butt of his gun through his jacket. 


“Just do your job and we’ll see about getting you all your 
nice things back... Mr. Marconi is particularly sad you chose 
not to honor your contract last night.” 


I scowl at the man, my hands already fists, primed to fight. 
“What d’you mean?” I ask, but I don’t have a chance to 
answer. 


The sharp, searing pain at the back of my head makes me 
see black and I fall unconscious. 


The sound of jeering, cheering and shouts hits my ears 
right before a foot connects with my gut. 


My hands, acting on instinct, grab the foot and twist hard 
and I hear the sickening snap and crunch of bone and 
tendon in tune with a high pitched scream before someone 
joins me on the floor. 


Opening my eyes wide, I can only see blurry shapes. None 
of them coming at me for now, so I just stand up, shake 
myself off and assume a defensive pose as a hush goes over 
the crowd as whoever just tried to kick me is dragged away. 


With each pulse of my quickening heartbeat, I can see 
clearer. The dried blood on my face cracks as I strain to see 


better. I was king hit at the door, and I can only guess they 
just tossed me into the ring when it was time to fight, some 
of the pre-fight entertainment already trying to have a 
piece of me. 


Too bad for him, he should know better than to try kicking a 
man when he’s down. 


Especially me. 


Two familiar shapes come out of the semi-darkness, and a 
slightly less than enthusiastic voice over the bad PA 
announces the main event, me and my two Russians. 


Both of them? 


It looks like Marconi means to finish me off in the ring, 
make it look like a fight induced death instead of his usual 
tactics. 


I crack my neck again, which gives me some relief from my 
headache as I trot on the spot, limbering up my arms and 
legs by swinging my fists and pumping my legs. 


I hope the Russians bet on the right man... My memory's a 
little hazy now. I’m not sure if I was supposed to go down 
or...? 


Before I know it, both men are lurching towards me, and I 
realize too, they both know how to fight. 


One pushes while the other tries to trip me up and before 
long I find myself in a retreating set of moves, practically 
having them chase me around the ring to the hissing sound 
of boos and shouts. 


Sounds familiar... I usually know what comes next but I’m 
really not sure what the fight plan was again. That knockout 
blow as soon as I got here has made my mind all fuzzy. 


Until I see her. 
Roxy. 


And I know my mind’s made up. The real reason, the only 
reason I draw breath in this life. 


Fight be damned. Money be damned. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


R= 


Getting to the fight’s easy. I don’t have a choice. This guy 
Jake who Dillon’s trusted to arrange everything has made 
sure I’m going to be there with my Marconi money too. It’s 
like he wants as much money in the building, on the fight as 
possible. 


But it’s who he sends to take me to the fight that has me 
more confused than ever. 


tt Dad?” 


I can see through the disguise, if you could call it that. A hat 
and sunglasses, and what must be a fake mustache. But I 
know my own father when I see him. 


He only lifts up his sunglasses long enough to give me a 
wink. 


“Let’s go, honey,” he says, sounding more excited than I 
think I’ve ever heard him before, “I’m supposed to be 
Russian... does it show?” 


I look at him sidelong, trying not to laugh and grab my bag 
from behind the door, worrying about Baxter as I leave. 


“Don’t kiss me, people might see,” he panics, when I go to 
hug him. 


“And don’t worry about the house, the dog... it’s all been 
arranged...” he says, lowering his voice as if the trees and 
bushes have eyes and ears. 


I’m struck with guilt about what happened last night. How I 
gambled and lost all our money, but dad seems to know a lot 
more than I do right now, he even looks happy. 


“Just play along, darlin’ and everything will be fine,” he 
says, getting in front of a big car out front while I climb in 
the back, looking back at the neat looking house in the 
neater still looking suburb. Wishing Dillon and I could’ve 
stayed there forever. 


It's past dark by the time the car stops, I’ve spent the whole 
ride reliving every second I’ve had with Dillon in my mind, 
once dad’s gone over what he understands to be ‘the plan’ 
with me. 


I try to pay attention, but my mind constantly strays to 
Dillon. I can feel he’s close, but I can also sense how much 
danger all of us are in. 


My dad acting so natural dressed like a fool, these strange 
Russian men, some guy named Jake I’ve never met. If it 
wasn’t for Dillon, for his strength and his conviction in 
everything being alright, I’d be freaking out right now. 


Even though I still am a little. 


I see the same pig of a man at the door that was here last 
night, he’s still smirking like he’s got it made and I don’t. 


But, he doesn’t look surprised to see me. Not really. 


“Back for more, eh? Oh, what’s this... more money too? I'll 
let Mr. Marconi know you're here,” he leers, returning 
moments later looking less cheerful and letting me in. 


“You can pay what’s owed, but no more bets. Not for you. 
Mr. Marconi’s orders,” he snaps and moves to the side only 
long enough for me to scoot through, his acrid cigar smoke 
choking me all the way down the dim steps. Back down 
towards the fresh memories of the night before. 


I can hear my dad coming up to the same door behind me 
not long after I go in, but he’s let straight in without a word 
from the man who’s watching the door tonight. 


Once I step into the main arena, I can see those two huge 
Russians in the ring and my heart leaps, then freezes when 
I see Dillon. He seems dizzy, disoriented. So unlike the 
Dillon I know and love. 


It doesn’t take long for me to register what’s going on 
either. 


They’re trying to kill him. 


I gasp out loud, feeling tears welling up inside me and look 
around, trying to see my dad, but he’s deliberately avoiding 
eye contact and makes his way over to the other side of the 
arena, haggling with the bookie as he tried to make a bet 
even though the fight’s started. 


I cry in anguish as I watch Dillon taking the first few blows 
from the two men. 


Why is there two against one? Why is it...? 
So unfair? 


Marconi. 


The one explanation for everything. I feel like Dillon’s been 
set up, that the whole Russian thing’s a load of crap, 
another Marconi trick, but Dillon did say to trust him no 
matter what. 


Even if he’s having his ass kicked in front of me? 
It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever had to watch 


Turning away, fighting the urge to cry, to run out of the 
place, I can see the bookie shrugging before taking my 
dad’s bet, even giving him the stub to prove it even though 
the fight’s already started. 


I can see now why dad’s so excited. I get it now, my 
suspicion is confirmed. I know he’s lost a lot of money, even 
before he got too sick to gamble. I know it’s mostly 
gambling debts that have carried over, making his, our life 
so miserable. I never wanted to admit it, not even to myself 
but seeing him so revved up at this sickening fight. It’s 
crystal clear to me now. 


I feel sorry for him though, despite the fact I want to judge 
him for it. Right now, I’m more afraid for Dillon, who’s doing 
all he can to fend off two Russians. 


A bell sounds and there’s a break, with all fighter’s moving 
aside but only for a few seconds. Marconi’s men lean in to 
say something to the Russians, while Dillon is left alone to 
one side, the whole arena siding with the huge Russians, it 
feels like. 


I want to go to him, to kiss him and hold him, but I 
remember everything he said and as much as it hurts me 
to, I stay glued to the spot, dreading the sound of the next 
round’s bell. 


The bell sounds, and everything seems to slow down as the 
crowd surges forward, waving their betting stubs, 


screaming and chanting for the Russians to beat Dillon. 


I feel my stomach turn, last night they were cheering for 
him and now they’re cheering for whoever they have their 
money on, which I’d even bet is those two Russians, I mean 
who wouldn’t bet on a team of two against one? 


And then it dawns on me. 
I know one man who wouldn't. 


The one man who feels like he has the whole world against 
him. 


The whole world minus one, which is me. 
Dillon. 


Our eyes lock and his lip curl up in a tiny grin, and I swear I 
can hear his growl over all the other noise in the whole 
arena. 


His eyes burn deep into me, making me feel everything I 
love about him, not being afraid for him and just knowing 
that he’s the one. That I’m his forever. 


He mouths the word mine to me and I feel myself melt into 
a puddle, understanding that he’s been in charge the whole 
time. That nobody beats my man and he’s not gonna let 
anything hurt his woman either. 


The two Russian fighters register the change in Dillon, who 
isn’t running any more, he’s not trying to avoid them. He 
beckons them over with his fingertips and they both look at 
each other before snarling in unison and charging straight 
for him. 


Ordinarily, I’d turn away. I’d be afraid to look. 


But this time, I know its Dillon in charge and his fists are 
doing all the talking, for both of us. 


At the exact same moment both his fists connect with the 
two Russian’s jaws, every door in the place bursts open and 
dozens of huge men stream in, all with machine guns held 
level at the crowd. 


The two men Dillon was fighting fall onto their backs, 
knocked out cold as the gasp from the crowd is drowned 
out by the new arrivals, making everybody turn, then slowly 
lift up their hands. 


I’m hoping these guys are Russians, that they’re part of the 
plan. 


Apart from Dillon and me, nobody’s moving and I 
instinctively rush over to him through the gap in the crowd, 
into his waiting arms as he lifts me off the ground, spinning 
me around as I kiss him so hard I feel my lips sting. 


n 


“Marry me...” is the first he says over the shouts of the 
Russians, ordering everyone to move to the other side of 
the arena. 


I gasp in more air before kissing him again, hitting his back 
with my own fists in punishment for what he’s just put me 
through before I realize what he’s just said. 


a Wha-” 


“Marry me!” he growls, gripping me hard with such an 
intense look there’s no hint of him kidding around anymore. 


My only reply is to kiss him again, telling his body with mine 
that I’m his forever, that I’ll always be his. 


The Marconi goons are rounded up and all the money’s 
brought down from his office, as well as being taken from 
whoever’s got any in their hands. 


There’s no sign of Marconi himself, but it doesn’t seem to 
matter. 


It doesn’t matter to me and I know Dillon isn’t bothered 
either, we have each other now. 


It’s over. I know he’ll never have to fight again and I’ll have 
my man forever. 


My dad rushes over, patting Dillon on the back, trying to 
squeeze in between us, drawing a low growl from Dillon 
because he’s not letting go of me anytime soon. 


“You did it! I knew you would!” he cries, beaming from ear 
to ear. 


“Did what?” I ask. 


“Exactly what he wasn’t supposed to, and it’s what we all 
bet on... Only Marconi bet on him being beaten by the 
Russians, even they knew he’d never go down in a fight, 
especially once he saw you!” 


I still look confused. 


“He was supposed to be beaten by those two, but once he 
saw you, he made up his mind... he’s a man who knows 
what he wants!” My dad cheers. 


“Everybody bet on him being beaten, except me... and all 
the Russians,” he says again with a sly wink. 


“You risked everything for me?” I ask Dillon, figuring that’s 
two fights in two days he’s thrown because of me. 


“T had to,” he says, his voice cracking. “I just had to...” and I 
kiss him again, the whole arena, the whole world 
disappearing as I taste the best victory of all. 


Having my man hold me in his arms. 
Forever after. 


Happily ever after. 


EPILOGUE 


D illon 


“When can we go back? It’s been nearly two months,” I ask 
him. Mainly for Roxy’s sake. She hasn’t let me forget old 
Baxter and the house she was sitting, not for one minute. 


“Not right now,” Jake says, “it’s not safe for either of you in 
the city, or the state, but we’re working on that. Marconi’s 
on the run himself, so...” 


I give a dry cough of a laugh. Thinking what a shame it is I 
can’t be there to see Marconi’s little Empire getting a taste 
of its own medicine. 


“Pm still not clear on the money either...” I start to say, but 
Jake’s hand is up. It always is now when it comes to money. 


There was just so damned much of it. 


“T told you, Dillon, those Russians bet on you, I bet on you, 
we cleaned up.” 


“But...” I protest, knowing that there were no real bets paid 
out. “The Russians just took all that money anyway, didn’t 
they?” I ask, “No bets were paid out.” 


Jake just gives me one of his killers grins and pats my 
shoulder. 


“Not your problem, Dillon, and neither is anything else from 
now on, so enjoy your hefty cut!” 


He turns to leave, ready to hit the road and get back to 
what he does best, riding. 


“All those years ago, Dillon, when we were growing up. The 
times you saved my ass when I was a runt, could hardly 
breathe with all that damned asthma...” 


I know where he’s going with this and I don’t want him to. 
It’s too painful a memory for him. Too painful for me. 


“And then that day... that day I swore I’d live to try and 
forget... You were there too. If you hadn't been there, 
Dillon. I don’t know what that bastard would’ve done to 
me.” 


“Well... He didn’t. And you’re alright. So...” 


“I know, Dillon. I know,” he says. “I just wanna be able to 
look you in the eye from now on and know we're square, 
know that I don’t have to lean on you anymore and you 
don’t have to fight like a girl for money any time soon,” he 
says, his lip curling as he stifles a laugh. 


“Excuse me?” I exclaim, making my fists, ready to prove 
him wrong, but Roxy comes to the doorway behind me, 
hooking her thumbs into my jeans from behind. 


“Are you two causing trouble again?” she chimes, and I 
relax fully, feeling her body melt into mine, the sweetest 
feeling I know. 


“T was just goin’ Roxy. Be a little while yet before you can go 
back to the city,” Jake says, tipping his hat and turning his 
back. 


“He doesn’t like me much, does he?” Roxy whispers in my 
ear. 


“Only because he knows what I do to men who stare at my 
woman for too long,” I remind her, and I spin around, 
picking her up as her legs go around either side of me, and 
kicking the door closed with my foot I take her back to 
where she belongs. 


Our bedroom. 


I still have a few places that hurt now and then, but damn, if 
Roxy’s hands running over me and mine over her fine ass 
isn’t the best cure for anything at any time of the day or 
night. 


We’ve got all the time in the world now, and her dad Carl 
even calls up to let us know how he’s doing. 


Turns out he bumped into the same couple whose house 
Roxy was looking after on this round the world cruise he 
went on after the fight, so they exchanged how-do’s and 
told him the house is doing fine. 


He sold the bike shop as well, to Jake, of course and for a 
pretty penny by all accounts. The Marconi territory is well 
and truly Russian and Killer’s MC territory now, and it looks 
like it'll stay that way for good. Nobody got hurt and the 
only thing lost was a lot of money going back to the people 
who needed it most. 


But I’ve got work to do. My woman needs her pleasing and 
I’m the only man who can do it right. 


I feel my heart fluttering in my chest, every time we do this, 
it’s like the first time all over again only better. 


I can’t believe it’s possible for someone to grow more 
beautiful and sexier every single day. 


I yank her jeans off and growl as I make my way down to 
her happy place, but something’s different. 


She’s just lying there. 


“Honey? What is it?” I ask her, worried she might be unwell 
or just not feel like it right now. 


But when I look up at her, then feel her hands running 
through my hair, I catch the glow in her eyes, the smile on 
her face and the tremor in her breath. 


Please, say it’s so. Tell me I’m right... 


I don’t even have to ask the question out loud. I just know 
it’s true. 


I know we’re gonna have a baby, 


She’s gonna be a mommy and I’m gonna be the happiest 
daddy that ever lived. 


“How long have you known?” I ask her, in between kisses, 
squeezes, hugs and growls of excitement. 


“Just now,” she tells me, pulling the test from the bedside 
table. 


“Then I think we need to get to work on making a little baby 
brother or sister, so they don’t get lonely in there...” I tell 
her. 


“I’m pretty sure that’s not how it works,” she moans, rolling 
her eyes as I head back down south, making her gasp as I 
tear her panties away with my teeth. 


“Can’t talk, eating...” is all I manage, and the rest of the day 
is only filled by the sounds of her moaning in pleasure, and 
my grunting in ecstasy as I live the life I always knew would 
come to me. 


Pleasing my woman all day long and growing the perfect 
family. 


The family I never had but always knew would come to me, 
if I only waited for it and fought for it when it finally did 
arrive. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


R= 


Dillon’s not one to get sappy about it, but he always 
remembers our anniversary. It was only a short stop in 
Vegas, to make it official once we left the city after his last 
fight, but he never forgets the day and today is more special 
than ever. 


“Julian, easy now... alright hold the door open for mommy... 
that’s it, oh! Watch out... coming through now...” 


If I wasn’t floating on such a cloud of happiness, I’d tell him 
off for sounding like such an old woman, but I know he’s 
only being so protective because he loves me so much. 


Tara’s ten. All grown up now, so she informs us, and she 
announces she’s made a room up for me, next to hers. “So I 
can keep an eye on her...” 


Daddy and I make eyes at each other, smiling. Tara’s going 
to be a doctor, and she’s always telling us just how and 
when things should happen, from the adorable perspective 
of a ten year old. 


“Well...” I announce, “Tl take a look soon darling, but right 
now, mommy needs to sit down on the couch.” 


Tara huffs a bit, but concurs, seeing daddy lift me up into 
his huge arms and carry me to the sofa, settling me down 
amongst all the pillows she’s already laid out there too. 


“And here’s the latest member of our family,” Dillon says 
gently, holding him in his hands like he’s the most precious 
thing on earth. They all are, from the first day to the tenth 
year. 


I hold little Darren in my arms, watching his little mouth 
yawn and his tiny fingers reaching up for mine. 


Julian and Tara creep over, like the floor’s littered with 
eggshells and peep over the blanket, making hushed gasps 
and comments about how cute he is. How tiny he is. 


How amazing he is. 


“You were all just as beautiful as babies and you still are.” 
Daddy says, tousling Julian’s hair and kissing Tara’s as he 
nestles down next to me, one arm hugging me while he 
opens the other for the kids to climb into. 


“Can we let Bax in, Mommy? Can we?” Julian asks, and I 
look up to Dillon. 


“Well, I’m okay with that if your daddy is... why don’t you 
ask him,” I say and Dillon smiles warmly. 


“Alright, buddy. But bring him in on his leash, okay. He’s still 
a baby too.” 


Bax is Julian’s puppy. An Irish wolfhound who Dillon just 
shrugged about when I asked him why we had to have a 
dog. 


“Because I think every boy should have a dog, and every 
girl too.” He reminded me. “Don’t tell me you don’t like 
having a dog around the place?” he asked me, still does 
when I freak out over Bax messes on the rug. 


“You never had a dog either, did you?” I joked one time 
when he suggested a dog, but I could tell it was true, I 
could tell it hit a nerve with Dillon. 


“Then we'll have all the dogs, kids, cats and anything else 
you want,” I said, making sure he knew just how much I 
want him to be happy, reminded him how happy he’s made 
me and all of us by being the best friend, father, husband 
and lover in the world. 


Bax comes in, and sniffs his newest master. Tara decides 
she wants to take Bax’s temperature and Julian wants to 
ride him like a pony. 


“Alright, alright!” Dillon says, grabbing hold of all three of 
them like they’re dolls in his huge arms, kissing all of them. 


“Why don’t you go play outside for a bit, right where 
mommy and daddy can see you, by the window here...” 


The kids rush outside, into the full sunshine streaming into 
our closed yard, Bax happiest off his leash and bouncing 
around. Tara and Julian laughing without a care in the 
world, forgetting about temperatures, spare rooms and 
riding Bax as soon as they feel the air on their faces. 
Running amok, carefree like kids should be. 


Dillon settles himself back down on the sofa with Darren 
and me, “Happy anniversary baby...” he croons, and I feel 
his stubble scratching my face as he kisses me. 


“Ten years.” I remind him. 


“And they’ve been getting better every day, every minute I 
have you here,” he says, making me tear up straight away. 


He always knows just what to say and when to Say it. 


“What about my third baby belly?” I ask him, rolling my 
eyes and trying not to cry. Trying not to succumb to 
postnatal hormones and failing. 


He puts his arm around us both again, carefully drawing us 
closer to him, baby Darren and me. 


“We'll just have to fill it up again, I suppose,” he remarks 
casually, letting his eyes drift to the kids outside as he 
smiles to himself. 


I punch his chest softly and he feigns mortal injury. 


“Ts that how you want me? Barefoot and pregnant?” I ask, 
kind of warming to the idea anyway. 


“If that’s what you really want...” Dillon says, making it 
sound as if it was my idea, “I think we can arrange 
something...” 


“T love you Dillon,” I say, meaning it today more than ever. 


“And I love you more, Roxy.” He answers without hesitation, 
because I know it’s the only thought he has that he never 
has to think about before voicing it. 


He’s growling something else as he kisses us both but I 
can’t quite catch it until he lifts his lips again, pressing them 
over my ear. 


“What’s that you’re saying?” I ask him, half giggling until I 
gasp when I hear his favorite word for us all. 


Mine... 
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